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PREFACE. 



In a former publication issued under the title of 
" A Day in the Sanctuary," the Author set forth 
a daily course of Hymns composed in a rhythmical 
form ; and in an Introduction explained his reasons 
for adopting that original expression of sacred song 
which had been stamped by the exclusive use of 
Prophets, Apostles, and. the Eariy Church. 

So strongly, howeve^ftjlave both ear and heart 
of the Church become 'attached to the prevalent 
usage of nearly fifteen centuries, that, upon turning 
his mind once again to the same quarter, and, as 
before, with a view to private and not ritual use, 
he has consulted a taste, which, though not for- 
mally Scriptural, is now become universally Eccle- 
siastical, and has adapted his composition to the 
metrical form. 



IV PBEFACE. 

The structure of the stanza, so far as it has been 
adjusted to double rhymes, may seem to lie open 
to the objection of interposing needless difficulty 
of execution in a language so poor in its store of 
double rhymes, as^ from its monosyllabic character 
and want of inflexion, ours must necessarily be. 
This however is less than at first sight appears, and 
may even be considered as little, on taking into the 
account the advantages gained by the increased mo- 
notony of the march of the verse. For thence results 
a solemnity peculiarly adapted to the deep serious- 
ness of the subject, and at the same time not at all 
incompatible with a sufficiency of the flexibiHty 
required for conveying the suitable expression of 
different states of mind, as may perhaps appear 
from a comparison of Hymns xxxiii. and Ixxvii. It 
is moreover (as far at least as he is aware) entirely 
unassociated with any utterance of secular poetry. 
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DAILY HYMNS. 



1. 

THE NEW YEAB. 

THSoxraH o'erheap'd sepulchral aahes, 
Piercing deep corruption, flaahes 
Into life the snowdrop's chasteness ; 
Like a spirit newly risen 
From the vaults of earth's dark prison 
Glows in light*s beflooding yastness. 

So from last year's timewom sheddings. 
Buried birthdays, widow'd weddings, 
Sorrow's refuse, pleasure's seamess. 
Up to hearts in faith beholding. 
Peeps the new-bom year, unfolding 
Hope's bright bloom of snowy deamess. 

9 



MOBKINa. 

• 

O my spirit, thou too shaxest 
All this birth of rich and rarest, 
0*er dead time exulting hoverest : 
With a gloss of heavenly brightness. 
With a bloom of holy whiteness 
All thy earthly cradle coverest. 

Thee may with His boon implicit 
Fructifying Spieit visit 
In His sevenfold channel flawing ; 
While thy faithful part thou addest 
And thy royal Warden gladdest 
His appointed standard showing. 

Come to thee in all their beauty 
Moons of rest, and suns of duty. 
Stars of holy contemplation. 
Showers profuse of heavenly treasure. 
Tempering in perfect measure 
Breezes fragrant of salvation. 

Come the hour of Christ beholden 
Through the fomes of censer golden. 
In the blood that flows and preaches, 
When forgiveness, like an arrow. 
Piercing down through joints and marrow 
Soul's secluded essence reaches. 



THE NEW YEAB. 

Onward round the throne of heaven. 
As they move in circuit even, 
Preach each season, fitly dealing : 
Now commending, now reproving, 
Now bestowing, now removing, 
Now reserving, now revealing. 

Preach firom Chbist to willing hearer. 
Message glad to faithful bearer : 
Angels they from Spirit's regions 
Bringing thee a fragrant witness 
Of thy everlasting fitness 
For the ranks of heavenly legions. 

O Thou Door at once and Porter, 
That with interval still shorter. 
And with gate's more wide expansion. 
Yearly openest more splendid 
To the sight of heart amended 
Secrets of Thy Father's mansion, 

Chbist, Thou art not slow in teaching, 
But my soul is slow in reaching 
All Thy sense and all Thy fulness. 
Give it mind as infant's pliant, 
Give it grasp as of a giant. 
Cleanse its ^ight from mortal dulness. 



II. 

AWAKING. 

Hbncb, thick throngs of nightly fancies, 
Motley rout of dreamy dances, 
Shake no more heart's echoing chamber : 
Come, bright bands of truth and order, 
Siding beams that dip earth's border 
In a flood of glowing amber. 

Come along that sloping carriage 
From the chamber bright of marriage, 
Where the Lamb high court is holding. 
Come in all your priestly gesture, 
Come in all your royal vesture. 
All your heavenly airs unfolding. 

Troops of love and heavenly graces 
That uplook with radiant faces, 
Tum'd to Chbist, your King all-glorious. 
Come, ye hosts of heavenly merit 
Banded by the sevenfold Spibit, 
Faith, Hope, Love, and Joy victorious. 



AWAKING. 

Hark ! I hear your pinions fluttering, 
Now I hear your voices muttering. 
Now I scent your breath immortal. 
Welcome, truth's cherubic tellers, 
Welcome for my daily dwellers. 
Enter ; lo I my open portal. 

Bridegroom's train, all hail : Come, enter 
Into heart's most secret centre, 
Koom on room with light adorning. 
O my spirit overfloweth 
Jocund as the sun now goeth 
From his chamber of the morning. 

Deep in harmony consistent 
May your sounds keep all else distant, 
May your sights to all else blind me» 
In your tabernacle shrouded. 
With Chbist's glory overclouded. 
Mom and eve for ever find me. 

As on heights of heaven-lit Tabor, 
Far above sin's vale of labour, 
Jesus, let me with Thee tarry. 
Good it is to see Thee walking. 
Good it is to hear Thee talking, 
Straight to heart Thy words to carry. 
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6 THE SISINa. 

Tea, and good to lay me groaning 
Upon Calvary's mount of moaning, 
Each with faith's keen judgment tasted, 
Scene all radiant, scene all gory. 
Make one scene of temper'd glory. 
And mine eyes can gaze unblasted. 

Mom, that in his grey surcingle 
Softly night and day doth mingle 
Bring to heart this colour double, 
Night of death with Him in trueness, 
Day of life with Him in newness, 
Joy trimnphant over trouble. 



in. 

THE EISING, 

As the mist which all night slumber'd 
And the chilly vale encumber'd. 
Dank with folds of mantle hoary, 
Sdses with the radiant morning. 
And, its rushy pallet scorning. 
Soars to heaven in robes of glory : 



THE BISINa. 

So my spirit, through the darkness 
Sound in body's fleshly starkness 
Starts at light's renew'd accesses. 
Stretches out her cramped stature. 
Dons her robes of newborn nature. 
Up to heaven's bright portal presses. 

Keep me daily thus expanding, 
LoBD, into Thy whole commanding, 
Every nook of duty filling, 
Thine inseparable servant, 
Waiting on Thy steps observant, 
Ever ready, ever willing. 

Now my mounting prayer hath found Thee 
With Thy children singing round Thee, 
With my Savioue set beside Thee. 
Now I take what Thou art giving. 
Now I feel that I am living. 
Now no earthly shadows hide Thee. 

As the eagle tries his pinion 
Over sky in proud dominion. 
Sunward ring on ring projecting, 
Daily let me soar stiU higher. 
Daily to Thy presence nigher. 
With a narrower reach expecting. 



8 THB BISING. 

With Thy Spirit, Lobd, all-knowing, 
Ghiide Thou this my spirit's going, 
As unseen firom seen nnfoldeth : 
While o'erbeetling heights of terror, 
While nnfathom'd depths of error. 
Clear and calm mine eye beholdeth. 

O were I a winged legion, 
Narrow were the broadest region 
Which my hardy flight could cover. 
LoBD, with what a crowd of being. 
Forms and powers, seen and seeing. 
Thou dost meet each upward rover. 

What quick power of mind shall number. 
Though Thy plastic hands should slumber. 
All that host of place and duty P 
But Thy hand unwearied looses 
Hourly from creation's sluices 
Form on form in fresher beauty. 

Bliss is this. Almighty Fatheb, 
From Thy treasure-house to gather. 
Win one day from sin and sorrow. 
Thus, as each day past is counted. 
Soul, to higher circle mounted. 
Gains a higher stiU to-morrow. 



IV. 

THE WASHING. 

O FOB plunge in that pure river 
Which Thy word, Thou Spirit's Giver, 
Op*d to slake soul's thirsty rages : 
When of yore the bloody fountain 
Burst from Calvary's darken'd mountain^ 
Startled come and coming ages. 

Kings and prophets in long order. 
Sung on Paradise's border, 
To the promised gush responding. 
Far and wide its scent perfumed 
Kings and nations yet enwombed 
In futurity's dark bonding. 

Early let me wash my spirit 
In Thy fount of cleansing merit. 
Turning to bright snow its scarlet : 
That its whiten'd garments donning. 
And the day's fresh orders conning. 
It may serve, no idle varlet. 



10 THE WASHING. 

Serve, with heavenly freshness going 
Through my thinking, through my doing, 
Strong in faith's all-holy beauty : 
Mastering with easy vigour 
Every seeming task of rigour. 
Loosing every knot of duty. 

As Thy bath's keen virtue quicketh, 
O how life immortal pricketh 
With its heat premonitory. 
With its gladness of believing. 
With its earnest of receiving. 
With its rudiments of glory. 

Blest they that have thus been bidden 
To the life in Jesus hidden. 
Handling all in faith undoubting. 
He shall bring it forth in brightness. 
And with its eternal whiteness 
Sobe them while all heaven is shouting. 

Triad bright in glory shining, 
Spirit, Water, TVord combining 
In one undivided essence ; 
Tutelary God, enlighten 
All within our hearts, and brighten 
With the comfort of Thy presence. 
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V. 

HYMJSr AT DAWN. 

SuK, unclose thy quickening sources, 
Winds, renew your winged courses. 
Clouds, your nightly f<dds unravel : 
Wake, ye seas, ye streams, ye fountains, 
Wake, ye valleys, heights, and mountains, 
Wake, ye woods, for duty's travel. 

Who art thou on us that criest P 
Callest thou to life that diest, 
Wakest slumberers that sleepest, 
Biddest us to run that halted 
Fallest ever as thou vaultest, 
'Mid thy shouts of gladness weepestP 

Yea I for here a life is living 
Which to you your life is giving. 
Up from this heart's founts it playeHi. 
Chbist hath given me life which floweth 
On to all my spirit knoweih. 
On to all mine eye surveyetlu 



12 HYMK AT DAWN. 

Nought is dead, all quick and crescent 
Where my soul in Him is present, 
Catches life at my beholding. 
Life from sky and earth and ocean 
Greets me with one glad commotion, 
Its sepulchral shroud unfolding. 

Therefore, Sun, with conscious fitness 
Thee I call to join thy witness 
With my spirit's adoration. 
Therefore, Moon and Stars wide-blazing, 
. Mates I find in you, upraising 
Voices from appointed station. 

Nought is dead ; not Eden's bower 
Answer'd Adam with such power. 
Though life's tree therein was crying^ 
Doubly Chbist again hath made us. 
Doubly for our sins repaid us. 
All is living, nought is dying. 

IIlus I answer thee, O Nature, 
Souse then, rouse thy sleeping stature. 
Stretch thee to thy daily duty. 
Put on all your strength, ye mountains, 
Sing with all your tunes, ye fountains. 
Burst forth, woods, in all your beauty. 



STJKSISE. 13 

Answer too, thou heavenly chorus, 
To these fleeting forms before us, 
0*er their notes peal high your voices. 
Angels, on your charges waiting. 
Spirits, for joint service mating. 
Sing forth all, for all rejoices. 



VI. 

SUNEISE. 

Now through sound's ten thousand funnels. 
From its newly waken'd runnels. 
Morning its clear voice is drawing, 
From the woods on high that quiver, 
From the mountain, from the river, 
From the bleating, from the cawing. 

From each feeder, swollen and prouder, 
Louder cries its stream, and louder. 
To one mighty tube concentred. 
Day's clear trumpet blast is calling. 
Doom's awakening notes forestalling, 
" Sleepers, rise, your Lobd hath entered. 

c 



14 SUHBISE. 

"EDtered His own honse and border, 
All your Tarioos tasks to order, 
Stand ye to His summons steady. 
Lo I through all its wide expansion 
He is lighting np His mansion. 
Gird yon, gird yon. Slaves, be ready." 

Now his day's approach alleging, 
Golden light dark clouds is edging, 
Now the Sun is up and glowing. 
With a burning kiss he greeteth 
Every floating cloud he meeteth. 
Morning's kind salute bestowing. 

Thus the kiss of peace he giveth 
To each soul below that liveth. 
Love's appointed representer ; 
That to-day each holy brother 
Speed it forward to another. 
Till the ftirthest West it enter. 

Sign of Son of Man in heaven. 
Weekly on through stages seven 
Calm he marcheth testifying : 
" See the last great light is nearing. 
Up and hail his reappearing. 
See my signal, hear my crying." 
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SUKSISE. 15 

Thus with each red ra^ that gladd^ijr 
Comes an unseen raj liiat saddens. 
Shot from that luright admonition. 
Praise be Thine^ O LoBp, for e^er ; 
Fie on me and my endeavour. 
Pity, LoBD, my low condition. 

O the newlit beams are waking 
Anguish in me and heart-aching ; 
So they bid me their good morrow. 
Wounds of sin again are smarting, 
Care afresh his shafts is darting. 
Earth reopes its store of sorrow. 

Ere then day's new foes have found me. 
Ere its old have closed around me. 
Pierced me from replenished quiver. 
From the fear, and from the terror. 
From the trap, and from the error, 
LoBD, defend me : Chbist,^ deliver. 

From the miry pit of trial. 
Where is recreant denial. 
Where is plunge, and no emerging. 
Where is sin, and no repentance. 
Where is gmlt with all its sentence^ 
Where is unamending scourging, 



16 8UNBI8E. 

Save me, save. me : set my goings 
On the patiiiway of Thy doings, 
Till at night Thou light my candle. 
Give to heart more lively vision, 
Give to eye more quick precision. 
Give to arm more holy handle. 

In the bath of Thy dear merit 
Wash me daily, sonl and spirit. 
Cleanse me in affections nightly. 
Clothe me in its robes aU glorious. 
As I doff in faith victorious 
Yesterday's attire unsightly. 

So each day receive me brighter. 
In a garment ever whiter. 
With a coronet more starry. 
As from glory on to glory. 
Ever in ascending story, 
Benovation's change I carry. 

Freshened as Siloam's bather. 
Send me thus, O heavenly Fatheb, 
Forth to gather with my Master, 
From the dew of morning early. 
To the dew of evening cheerly, 
Keener every day and faster. 



HOBNINa PBATEB. 17 

Bliss of hours that know no trouble ; 
LoBD» Thy Spibit makes it double, 
At this start of race diurnal. 
Thou mine eyes again art lighting, 
Thou my breast again art smiting 
With Thy radiance sempiternal. 

Through that rent with song and mutter 
Eush my thoughts, and wildly flutter. 
Mounting up to glorious regions. 
Where Thou, Son of Man, art seated 
On Thy shining throne, and greeted 
By ten thousand shouting legions. 



vn. 

MOENING PBAYEE. 

As the sunbeam cometh, goeth. 
Whence and whither no man knoweth : 
What to sense a thing so flighty P 
So my spirit briefly stayeth. 
So with short endurance prayeth 
At Thy throne, Lobd God Almighty. 
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18 MOBKIKO PBAYEB. 

Thin, too thin for mortal pinion 
Is the air of Thy dominion, 
Calm in elemental glory, 
Struggling hard I rise and flutter, 
Onlort?oise my praises utter, 
Then fall deep from Thy third story. 

All is faintnesB, strife, and sickness. 
Till the world's congenial thickness 
Take me back, my grossness carry. 
Ghbist, that from this world's deep prison 
Into heaven of heavens art risen, 
.Help my sotd to soar and tarry. 

Give me swifter wing and stronger. 
Speed a higher flight and longer, 
For a song on poise more steady. 
As the eagle, upward reaching, 
Bears her offspring in her teaching, 
Jbsu, be in presence ready. 

O when I had risen and mounted, 
Beabn on realm in flight had coimted. 
Stood before Thy heavenly altar. 
Was it then a worldly pleasure 
Otave me lightness, spared me measure. 
Therefore did my pinions falter P 



MOBNING PBATEB. 19 

O did puffed imagination 
Smooth my flight, attain my station, 
SelflshnesB plume pen and feather P 
'Tis not thus that spirit findeth, 
Way he leameth, means he mindeth, 
Biddeth welcome to rough weather. 

To the heart that knows no better 
Duty brings but chain, and fetter. 
Sorrow, shame, and slavery : 
But to hearts set truly on her 
Belts of order, crowns of honour. 
Bracelets of high bravery. 

LoBD, our spirits must be weighted, 
MuBt mih trial's charge be freighted. 
Ere they launch to find Thee nigher, 
So shall they mount upward rightly, 
Masters of the winds, which lightly 
Puff away th' inflated flier. 

As I rise the weight forsakes me. 
Only the direction takes me. 
Pure I grow with region purer. 
Thus I daily seek Thy presence 
With a less encumbered essence, 
Make my path of access surer* 
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VIII. 

MOENING COKFESSION. 

ToTTEs, knees, and body, tremble. 
Doable heart, no more dissemble. 
Conscience, open every closet, 
Gxdlt deplore with keen compunction, 
Self, forego thy flattering unetion, 
Pride, renounce thy drugged posset. 

Shut up in my bosom lonely 
God I now behold, God only, 
Ha ! the stony fascination I 
Fain would I avoid and flee Him, 
Yet mine eyes stare on and see Him, 
Fixed with glaring penetration. 

If I seek some Mendly screening. 
Stem accusers intervening 
Stare with searching looks, and thunder 
Charges all my blood which curdle. 
Cut my heart, and loins, and girdle, 
Brass and adamant asunder. 



MOBNINO CONFESSION. 21 

Thou at last art overtaken, 

Hear, as we thy heart awaken, 

Cunning idler, faithless sleeper. 

Vain is now oblivion's shelter, 

We have found thee. Bleed and welter. 

As we dig thee deep and deeper. 

Thou this idle word hast spoken. 
Thou this strict command hast broken, 
Thou this hateful thought hast cherished. 
Thou this precious gift hast wasted. 
Thou hast left this cup untasted. 
What was given to save has perished. 

LoBD, remove this fearful vision. 
Blunt this tongue's severe precision, 
Horribly I dread abiding 
Where my inmost sotd hath quaked. 
Bound unto the stake and naked. 
Ope, LosD, ope a place of hiding. 

Deep in shame my face I cover, 
Fast the tears come rolling over. 
Flood on flood my heart upheaving. 
They have washed away that presence, 
They have smoothed that tongue's sharp 

essence, 
Eyes and ears in cahnness leaving. 



22 MOBNUJTG COirrB88IOK. 

Thou, O LoBD, tiiose tears art conntiiig. 
And my gacrifice is momtbg. 
From the streams my bosom drenohing. 
Every spark of earthly notion. 
Every fire of world's devotion. 
Every flame of passion quenching. 

As to Carmel's prophet, heaven 
Down hath shot his fiery leven, 
Bright with gracious approbation. 
Dried at once is sorrow's laving, 
And with curls of radiance waving 
Flames abroad my altar's station. 

Thou, O LoBD, my lips hast parted. 
Go then forth in volley darted 
Of ten thousand roaring praises. 
Lute, and tabret, harp and glory, 
Telling loud Thy mercy's story. 
Preaching clear Thy wisdom's mazes. 

Fatheb, that in heaven dwellest. 
Son, that crest of Satan quellest, 
Spibit, that man's mind constrainest, 
Holy, Holy, Holy Maker, 
Light's awarder, life's awaker. 
That from age to ages reignest. 




MOBKIKG CONFESSION. 23 

Up to Thee my heart is climbing, 
Loud in celebration chiming, 
Ever still more clearly hearing 
Heavenly quires of harps and voices, 
And my nearing soul rejoices. 
Part in the full concert bearing. 

Farewell now my fear and sadness. 
Bold in freedom, bright in gladness, 
Now I see Thee, know Thee clearly. 
Far that dreary bar hath VMiished, 
Far are those accusers banished. 
LoBD, I thank Thee, love Thee dearly* 

In their place stands heaven's possessor. 
He the mighty Intercessor 
Hands and side exposing, pleadeth. 
Peace ineffable and quiet, 
Holds the bright angelic diet, 
As the potent prayer proceedeth. 

Had I in my mouth the clangor 
Of a thousand trumps, mere languor 
Were it to my heart's expression. 
Glory ,^ LosD, to Thee All-living, 
Blessing, honour, and thanksgiving. 
Boundless praise, unspared confession. 
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IX. 

A MOENING VISITOE. 

Ghbist, my life, my light, my glory, 

Why in gannents red and gory. 

Why with coronal thomwoven. 

Wherefore marked with this world's scorning, 

Comest Thou to me this morning. 

As from torturing trial proven P 

Where is now Thy robe of heaven, 
Dipt in rainbow's colours seven. 
Thy gemmed zone, and key appended P 
Wherefore biddest Thou good morrow. 
As a man of grief and sorrow. 
Lone, untrusted, unbeMended P 

Woe is me ! in all this showing 
Bed, blood-red my sins are glowing, 
Needeth not Thy voice to thunder 
Though with sound of many waters. 
Though with breath of many slaughters. 
It should burst my ears asunder. 



A MOBNING VI8IT0E. 25 

Have Thy nails and cross been bootless, 
AU Thy blood and water fruitless, 
Hath Thy Spieit pleaded vainly P 
Sayest thus P no, Thou dost love me, 
Wotddst in very love reprove me, 
Wotddst as faithful friend speak plainly. 

In My workday's dress I call thee 
To the labours that befall thee, 
Ere thou triumph thou must suffer ; 
Morning bright brings evening lowering, 
Hope too early spirit cowering. 
Smoother roads at first are rougher. 

Thus Thou speakest sweetly smiling. 
With that face which gore defiling, 
Marks as spots the sun in heaven, 
Warmer beams of love portending. 
O Thy wrath were less heart-rending, 
Heated unto seven times seven. 

Thanks from heart whose very essence 
Taketh from Thy righteous presence 
What Thou wilt and feels the lighter, 
Thanks from eyes which now unclouded 
By dim haze of flesh that shrouded. 
See Thy Form still growing brighter. 
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Gone is its forbidden rigour, 
Changed is all its threatening figure, 
As on Tabor*8 mount high-crested. 
Glory's crown of spiky lustre, 
Bobes of light in folded cluster, 
God's eternal Son invested. 

Sweeter still Thy smiles are playing. 
While Thy soothing voice is saying, 
" Welcome to thy destined station, 
Brimming o'er with duty reckoned 
It shall float thee to a second, 
Onward, onward to salvation." 
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X. 

MOENING PEAISE. 

Wakb, my spirit, wake and enter, 
Stirring heart to fiery centre. 
Passions searching, thoughts revealing. 
Thenoe bring love that never dieth. 
Thence bring faith that all things trieth, 
Thence bring hope, heaven's gate unsealing. 
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Now my heart and harp are ready, 
Nerves are tight and strings are steady, 
Burst thou voice, and fly ye fingers. 
Lift Cheist's joyous measure swelling 
Up to God's eternal dwelling, 
'Mid ten thousand white-rob'd singers. 

Shall I try the heavens to number P 
Shall I count the waves that slumber 
Under Carmel's beetling edges P 
Shall I sum the flints of FaranP 
Ercckon up the sands of Haran P 
Flakes of snow on Hermon's ledges P 

Even then, head, heart would fail me, 
O, what powers then shall avail me 
In the summing of Thy mercies? . 
Twenty millions are awaiting 
Each their proper time of stating, 
While my tongue but one rehearses. 

All my thankfulness expresses 
Thousands of unthankfulnesses. 
Memory one long forgetting. 
LoBD ! with grief and shame I sicken. 
Quicken my dull heart, O, quicken. 
Set its torpid veins a fretting. 
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LoBD, Thou answerest quick as spoken, 
Token blazing after token, 
Now with light my heart is filling, 
And my head proceeds in counting, 
Till with the vast sum amounting 
All my inner man is thrilling. 

In immediate answer quivering 
To the panting heart's delivering, 
Lips o'errun in streams of praises. 
Holy seraphs, ever turning 
Faces to the throne, and burning. 
With your song my bosom blazes. 

Creatures all around are singing. 
Heaven and earth with praises ringing. 
Inward heart, and outward voices. 
Love from fountains everliving. 
Pours its river of thanksgiving. 
And my inmost soul rejoices. 
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XI. 

MOENING PETITION. 

LoBD, again our earth adorning 
With warm radiance of Thy morning, 
ThoTi all nightly weeping driest. 
Still prolong Thy bounty's measure. 
Pour from Thy bright urn of treasure 
Old and new from lowest, highest. 

In Thy wisdom's loyingkindness 
Safely lead our stony blindness, 
Our benighted hearts enlighten. 
With Thy Blood's redeeming token, 
Issuing from Thy Body broken, 
Our polluted consci^ice whiten. 

With Thy fire of love refining. 
With Thy search of spirit mining, 
Purge our hearts from dross of malice. 
Press us to love's untir'd labour. 
That shall cool a thirsting neighbour 
From its overflowing chalice. 
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Ever owning all our weakness 

May we show our boast in meekness, 

Highest when we walk the lowest, 

Blest relief, priz'd hour of pleasure, 

Sense ineffable of leisure. 

When our stiffen'd necks Thou bowest. 

On this day's &esh journey walking. 
Let us still with Thee be talking, 
E^pt in heavenly conversation : 
We in prayer of faith beseeching, 
Thou in answer kind forthreaching 
Joyous earnests of salvation. 

Thought unhallow'd, notion idle. 

Help to curb with watchftd bridle. 

Into Thy strict law compelling. 

Bid us utter heart's abundance, 

From Thy quickening words* redundance. 

From Thy plenteous Spirit's welling. 
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XII. 
GOD'S EAELY PEESENCE. 

EXOD. III. 

To Thine upland sheepwalks, Fathbe, 
Grassy with green truth, I gather 
All my flock new-wa3c*d and craving : 
Thoughts in fleecy throngs that wander 
Where Thy bounteous fingers squander, 
Height and depth for pasture braving. 

Help, as these I tend, to cover 

All the widespread pasture over 

With the watchman's heedful glances. 

So shall they where'er he gazeth. 

In the lowly bush that blazeth. 

Find. Thy signs through all that chances. 

Up to truth's faint sparkle going, 
He shall see Thy glory glowing. 
He shall hear Thy voice in thunder. 
Clear in that unfolding vision 
He shall read life's whole commission. 
Hear his call with joyful wonder. 



32 god's bably pbbbbnce. 

Ne'er shall that bright store be rifled, 
Never that shrill cry be stifled ; 
They shall live through aU life's stages, 
They shall gild the gloom of sorrow, 
Merge the moans of day and morrow 
In loud shouts of blissfdl ages. 

Thou that out of nothing madest 
Heaven, and «arth, the sea, and badest 
All therein reveal Thy glory, 
Atoms still art daily clothing 
To our eyes, for love or loathing, 
With meet dress admonitory. 

From the deadest and the driest. 
Thou Thy brightest flame suppHest, 
Truth's deep sounds from rare and flighty. 
In the vilest, and the weakest. 
Fittest instruments Thou seekest 
Shaming this world's wise and mighty. 

So let all around remind me. 

All before me, all behind me, 

Send me on an errand higher. 

Let me in the daily babble. 

From the street, the bench, the table, 

From the cradle, hear my orier. 
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xin. 

OEDEES OF THE DAY TATTEK 

To thy Master, to thy Master, 
Drawing higher, cHnging faster, 
Look up, soul, and take thine orders. 
Seek with ministry upsoaring, 
Thence with eagle's eye exploring 
Earth, on poise at heaven's borders. 

Ever in His presence waiting, 
Thankful thou art ever stating 
Nightly needs and wants diurnal. 
In His face unveil'd thou readest 
Answer unto all thou pleadest. 
Way, and truth, and life eternal. 

Thou canst catch the smile that sprinkleth 
Eound the lips, the frown that wrinkleth 
Forehead with deepset displeasure. 
Hours of studious prayer have taught thee. 
Days of truth that skill have brought thee, 
Blessed is thy learned leisure. 



34 0BDEB8 OF THB DAY TAKBH. 

Canopying with bright presage, 

Clouds announce the sun's glad message. 

Ere he lift his forehead royal ; 

So thou hearest ere He utter. 

And thy wings preparing flutter 

For thy flight of duty loyaL 

And when spirit faint and weary 
Brings thee contemplation dreary. 
Days' past imperfection noting. 
From His throne in heavenly city 
Down He sends His smile of pity ; 
Catch it while it still is floating. 

Blest thou, that art thus transfixed 
With His beams of love, and mixed 
One with Him in inmost being. 
Every shape of thought combining. 
All thy heart with His entwining, 
Heard and hearing, seen and seeing. 

Smart and lacerating trial. 

Shooting pang of self-denial. 

What are these but welcome token 

That thy Lord is making entry, 

Down hath thrown thy flesh-bom sentry. 

Clean thy earth-forg'd bars hath broken. 
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Wheresoe'er thy liand thou layest, 
There His mark thou now surveyest, 
Damning worse, and hallowing better, 
Through the veil of sin's beguilement, 
Through the soil of world's defilement. 
Thou canst read the burning letter. 

To the faithful steward heaven 
Dealeth thousands for the seven 
Keady at his call provided. 
Thus be rich and find thy treasure, 
Brimming over deeper measure, 
As each well-spent day hath glided. 



XIV. 
WATCHFULNESS. 

God of mercy's love protect me, 

God of wisdom's love direct me, 

Through this day of gloom or glitter, 

Turn mine eye into my bosom, 

There to watch thought's bud and blossom, 

Ere it bear me sweet or bitter. 
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Let me not through careM fretting, 
Let me not through mirth's forgetting. 
Pass one green intruder over ; 
But for Thy bright honour zealous, 
With Thy love's keen instinct jealous. 
Spirit's every shoot discover. 

Should it show no hue of duty. 
Bear no mark of holy beauty. 
Manifest one speck of canker. 
Bid me hear Thy word disprove it. 
Bid me hate it ere I love it, 
Nip it, ere my heart can hanker. 

If in hours and minutes perished. 
Indolence or lust have cherished 
Sin's young shoot to vigorous sapling. 
Bouse me with Thy warning thunder. 
Clean to hew the stem asunder. 
Leaf, and branch, and blossom grappling. 

If my recklessness have tarried 
Till into ripe fruit were carried 
Buds of folly, shoots of passion : 
If light thoughts those words fdlfilling, 
Beach'd a brother's heart, instilling 
Godless notion, sinful fashion. 
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Leave me not to stony blindness, 
But prolong Thy lovingkindness, 
Clear my sight with pardon granted. 
So let heart with honest rigour. 
So let hand with earnest yigour 
Boot up all Thou hast not planted. 

'Tis not in dim twilight only, 
"Where the path is crook*d and lonely. 
That the eyes* keen watch is taken. 
'Tis not in the midnight quiet, 
Where conspiring bands hold diet, 
That the heart's thick cares awaken. 

But when noon is shining brightest. 
Where the crowd is pressing tightest. 
Where the noise is sounding merriest ; 
There the thought of Thee impresses 
My most painful watchfulnesses, 
There my yisions prove the veriest. 

Centinel amid the million 
Sleeping in their soft pavilion. 
Stand I there in observation. 
On the tiptoe overhearing 
Every foe as he is nearing, 
Daily, nightly, on my station. 
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LoBD, let no benumbing languor 
Ever bate Thy trumpet's clangor 
To my heart, and blunt its token. 
Let me hear it to life's ending, 
Hear it glad when graves are rending 
And its last loud notes are spoken. 



XV. 

CHEISTIAN BATTLE. 

Now spent night her watchers spareth, 
l^ow the sun's bright banner flareth, 
Now mom's gale day's trump is blowing. 
" Up, my men, to arms awake ye, 
Helmet bind ye, faulchion take ye. 
War his iron front is showing." 

Hosts for Chbist or Satan willing 
Wide the battle-field are filling. 
Beady, man of God, be ready. 
With the shout aU heaven is shaking, 
With the tramp all earth is quaking. 
Steady, man of Chbist, be steady. 



CHBISTIAN BATTLE. 39 

Up with eyes to glory's borders, 
Wing thy heart and take thine orders 
From thy captain thrice anointed. 
Down again like eagle sweeping 
Unto earth, thy keen glance keeping. 
Pounce upon the prey appointed. 

Forward ever, forward ever : 
Look no backward looks, nor sever 
Heart from front where work lies plainest. 
Now one step is firmly planted. 
Yet one onset more is wanted, 
Now a second step thou gainest. 

Now a third is set and grounded. 
Now a fourth is fix'd and founded. 
Onward I lo, they flee like cattle : • 
See the foe with broken centre 
Gaping wide invites thee. Enter, 
Burst his fences, cleave his battle. 

In thy Master's vigour pliant. 
Meet and quell each earth-bom giant. 
Hark ! with what a crash Pride falleth. 
Hate with dying hold is grasping, 
Falsehood helm for flight unclasping. 
Lust to Lust despairing calleth. 



40 AN ANNIYEBiSABT. 

Victory ! lo, forth to meet thee, 
Stor'd with bread and wine to greet thee, 
Thy Melchizedec proceedeth ; 
Stretching thee on palmy branches. 
Floods of feverish sweat he staunches. 
Binds each gaping wonnd that bleedeth. 

O hosanna ! O hosanna ! 
Bath'd in Siloa, fed with manna, 
Lay thee down at rest from sorrow. 
On thy Savioue's breast repose thee, 
Him that loves thee, Him that knows thee. 
Thou must fight again to-morrow. 



XVI. 

AN ANNIVEESAEY. 

How I bless thy yearly visit. 

Day, with inward light implicit, 

When my soul, as whirlwinds caught her 

Smoothly skimming shoals of error, 

Furrd her sails in timely terror. 

Cast her wheat into the water. 



AK ANNIYBBSABT. 41 

Up she rose with joyous lightness. 
While off deck, with angry whiteness. 
Disappointed surges started. 
On she tilted piercing thorough 
Trouble's crest, and sorrow's furrow, 
Newly-minded, freshly-hearted. 

LoBD ! I cried, Thy mercy guideth 
Every wave that round me rideth. 
Every blast my sail that Meth. 
Therefore, fear I not, but scorning 
What may come with night or morning, 
Find Thee with me, come what willetL 

So to seas and winds I scatter 
Cumbering care's thick-woven matter. 
See the shreds in showers flying ; 
While before me sits Thy figure 
Wielding hehn with heavenly vigour^ 
And my heart for joy is crying. 

Ha ! that billow off had swept me, 
Had not Thy embraces kept me, 
While its angry foam was seething : 
Yet another I yet another ! 
Thrice-tried Master, thrice-tried Brother, 
They are past, and I am breathing. 
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Come then day with all thy trouble, 
Come with all thy tempest double, 
Bring heart aching, bring heart broken, 
Bring the cup with gall embitter'd. 
Bring the hope to fragments frittered, 
Hate in quench'd love's malice spoken : 

Chbist is thine. From darkness breaking 
In thy whirlwind He is speaking, 
In thy furnace He is walking : 
Should with thee all banded hell oome, 
Death and Satan, thou wert welcome, 
Thou of brighter days wert talking. 

From thy eastern porch I take thee 
What thy Master's will shaU make thee. 
Thou art good as He shall send thee. 
Though from evil's bursting treasure 
Thou a million hours shouldst measure, 
What fear I P One mom shall mend thee. 
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xvn. 

THE LOED'S DAY PEESENT. 

Hail, blest day, wlien liglit arisen 

Burst from his primaeval prison, 

In ecstatic dances leaping ; 

Stretching out his endless stature 

Shot through length and breadth of nature. 

Bounds in all his freedom keeping. 

Hail, blest day, which holy Jbsxjs 

Once repeating to release us, 

Op'd the gate of new creation. 

Light on man's dull eye rush'd beaming, 

Light on man's dead heart rush'd streaming, 

Twin'd in quickeiling combination. 

Sullen iiell's fenc'd gates surrendered, 
Death the holy seed engendered 
In her womb reluctant yielded. 
Thence His course like arm^d giant, 
Sped the first man, bold, defiant, 
Proudly hehn^, broadly shielded. 



4A THE LOBD's DAT PBB8ENT. 

Welcome from Thy rest all glorious. 
Leading in Thy train viotoriouB. 
Light, and life, and resurrection : 
O, what spoils of rich and rarest 
Thou, amid Thy people sharest. 
Underneath Thy shield's protection. 

Break then, heart, to-day thy slumber. 
Gifts which thou in vain wouldst number 
Strew thy path with sparkling manna : 
Quit thy house of gloom and sadness, 
Walk into a blaze of gladness. 
Heaven and earth cry one Hosanna. 

Crowds in love's salute are meeting 
At new life's bright gate, for greeting 
Chbist their Lobd awak'd from slumber : 
Glad the cry when forth He cometh« 
And amid His train He summeth 
All their files in countless number. 

Hail, thou dazzling white procession 
From possession to possession 
Still in gladsome newness tending : 
Over trial's hill and hollow, 
Ye His course xmswerving follow, 
High in glory's climb ascending. 



THE lord's DAT PBB8BKT. 45 

Brighter glows the scene and brighter. 
Now He binds His dazzling mitre, 
Waves awide His golden censer, 
Now He pleads. Behind Him bowing. 
Palms uplifting, raiment strowing. 
Banks angelic gather denser. 

" Fatheb ! in white robes nnwrinkled, 
By My precious blood besprinkled, 
Lo ! My people stand before Thee : ' 
Hear them in My name confessing, 
Hear their praise, and shed Thy blessing 
On the hearts which thus adore Thee." 

Glory, honour, praise, thanksgiving 

To the Fatheb overliving. 

Who thro' His dear Son hath bought us. 

Angels, ye our praises second. 

Which with yours once more are reckon'd. 

Ye had lost us. He hath brought us. 

Straighten ways of crooked oldness. 
Waken thoughts from sleepy coldness, 
O my heart I no longer linger ; 
Up, assert thy heavenly station. 
Join, as meet, this celebration. 
Shout, thou restituted singer* 



46 THB LOBD'S DAT PSB8BKT. 

Op'd in season for thy choosing. 
Quick to shut on thy refusing. 
Heaven now makes thee gracious offer ; 
Take and swell thy daily treasure. 
Take this day's overflowing measure, 
Take this day's more bounteous proffer. 

Day of conversation holy, 

Day of joyful melancholy, 

Day of pardon'd heart's confession. 

Past with thee inspires no terror. 

Future threatens with no error. 

Present is one glad possession. 

Ever come with gifts extended. 
Ever go with gifts expended 
Carefully as they were taken. 
So when, on thy last dread calling. 
Earth be quaking, heaven be falling, 
I may stand amidst unshaken. 
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XVIII. 
THE LOED'S DAY FUTUEE. 

S. John v. 25. 

Eddying from his eastern cliamber, 
light, in wayes of gold and amber. 
O'er the mountain crest is foaming, 
From the sun in joyous presage 
They proclaim a royal message, 
" Day is come, and day is coming." 

Eyen thus with dawning glory, 
S>ed with shame preparatory. 
Thou hast come, O Sufferer tearful. 
Yea, and soon we shall be gazing 
On Thy splendour, risen and blazing ; 
Thou art coming. Judge most fearful. 

Therefore, with life's morning voices 
"While our waJcen'd soul rejoices. 
We will praise Thee, we will bless Thee, 
With our lips that sing Thy merit. 
With our lives that preach Thy spirit, 
With our all, O Chbist, confess Thee. 



48 THB lord's day futubb. 

Backward, sin's and sliame's sad story, 
Forward, pardon, peace, and glory, 
Make one hour that is and cometh, 
May my heart appraise it duly, 
Fill it fully, use it truly, 
Long as life its morrows summeth. 

Thus my heart, to duty plighted. 
Thus my soul, to Thee united. 
Grow to something like immortal : 
While each day in mind's wide tether 
Brings a thousand years together. 
Sets me at Thine Adyent's portal. 

Thence the heayenly sounds proceeding 
Set my listening heart a bleeding 
With mixt streams of love and sorrow, 
Flow they on, and bathe me deeper 
In the pool of Christ my Keeper, 
So each hour be day and morrow. 
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XIX. 

PEOGBJSSS OF THE GOSPEL. 

Wakb, O wake ; on wings of healing 
EighteonsnesB, her snn revealing, 
Eises, like an eagle towering. 
Mark the flashing of her pinions. 
Hear her scream thro* earth's dominions, 
See night's hideons quarry cowering. 

As the rustling flight sounds nearer, 
As the piercing call cries clearer. 
Spirits wake, and rise in order : 
Issuing from the eastern gateway 
Travels life's warm radiance straightway, 
Onward to far western border. 

On, as the bright mission presses. 
Daphne from her dark recesses 
Starts, amid her bowers, of roses, 
To a name, whose sound of terror 
Bursts her sepulchres of error, 
All her spectral dens uncloses. 
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On it moves without a turning. 

Some, thy Capitol is burning, 

Hail, the holy conflagration ! 

*Ti8 not now the Graulish leven. 

It is now the fire of heaven, 

That hath struck thy gold-roofd station. 

Onward still ! O gulfy ocean, 
As a king the bickering motion 
Eides thee, and in bright haste lashes : 
From each creek of mystic story, 
From each fabled promontory 
Britain hails with answering flashes. 

Onward yet I o*er waters frantic 
"With the din of wild Atlantic 
Shoots the radiance unexpended : 
Hide thou on, victorious winner. 
With another world beginner 
Where one treasur'd world has ended. 

Homeward, whence of yore they parted, 
Now the travelled rays have darted. 
Where far Asian billow hisses. 
Finding sin, and gloom, and sadness. 
Leaving Chbist, and light, and gladness. 
It hath belted earth with blissesv 
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Tongues &om ages rent asunder, 
Link'd in heavenly utterance thunder, 
With one peal of heart's loud praises. 
Through a progeny unnumbered, 
Through the waste of worlds that slumber'd, 
Adam upon Adam gazes. 

Adam old in sin and folly. 
Looks on Adam new and holy. 
Mortal flesh on flesh immortal, 
Ever more and more in gazing, 
Catching newness, and upraising 
Heart and Toice at glory's portal. 

Where moans now one sigh of sadness P 
Earth reels rent with shouts of gladness. 
As the disk of radiance brightens, 
Every height and depth adorning. 
Lord, how fresh is this Thy moming> 
How this load of flesh it lightens. 
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XX. 

A DAY m THE CHUECH. 

Psalm cxxiL l, 9. 

Say it once again, glad message. 
Heaven's announcement, glory's presage 
Sing once more, that strain immortal, 
" LoBD, unto Thy House we'U hasten, 
And our lat«hets will unfasten, 
Zion, at thy long-sought portal." 

Thither with thy tribes we follow 
Oyer hill, and over hollow. 
As the world or sinks or rises : 
Threading now dark vales of sorrow. 
Grazing then on bliss of morrow. 
From hills sunn'd with hope's surmises. 

Hail, blest ark of habitation. 
Where worn pilgrims find a station 
In thy house of many mansions. 
Full of joy are thy night-watches, 
Where mid mates thy sentry catches 
Boom for straitened heart's expansions. 
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On my pilgrimage's travel, 
As long windings I unravel, 
'Wildered groper, fainting gasper. 
Thy Melchizedek proceedeth 
With the bread and wine that needeth 
From thy gates of gold and jasper. 

There the Father's Throne shines glorious, 
There the Son is hail'd victorious, 
There sings forth the host surrounding, 
** To our God, the life who gave us. 
To the Lamb, Who died to save us, 
Honour, glory, praise, be sounding." 

There the white unspotted raiment, 
Wash'd in Chbist's dear blood of payment. 
Clothes the souls by Thee held dearest : 
There they wave their palms and utter 
What my Hps must never mutter, 
Though to ear of spirit clearest. 

There no suns of Mammon flatter. 
There no moons for Belial scatter 
Favouring rays of conscious lightness ; 
But the LoBD Himself is shining. 
Truth's pervading beams combining 
In one disk of blazing brightness. 
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At incoming and outgoing 
Be this scene to me still glowing, 
Steeping high in floods of gladness. 
And when sights around are dreary, 
Trials dark and vigils weary. 
Bursting thicken'd clouds of sadncfls. 



XXI. 

THE CHUECH ABOYE. 

Walls and bulwarks for salvation, . 

Chbist for stone in thy foundation, 

God for thine eternal keeper, 

Ciiy of the saints, each morning, 

As I gaze on thy adorning, 

Heart longs for thee, loves thee deeper. 

Gold and gems in all their fulness, 
Are but names, by which our dulness 
Seeks to tell thy priceless beauty. 
Thou art all essential brightness. 
With thy crowds of spotless whiteness. 
Courts of worship, halls of duty. 
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O, how blest the throngs that gather 
In the presence of the Fathsb 
Mid the chambers of thy glory, 
Hear His summons, bear His orders. 
Bound to being's furthest borders, 
TeU His mercy's wondrous story. 

O were I doorkeeper in thee, 
Opening to the souls that win thee. 
And that then some Mend long missing. 
Whom I long'd to clasp united. 
Duly knocked, and I delighted 
Bade him peace with holy kissing : 

XJsher'd him restor'd victorious 
Into copapany all glorious. 
Full in thy bright courts assembled, 
Where from Fathsb, Son, and Spibit, 
Orown'd and rob'd with deathless merit. 
Crowds with thrill of gladness trembled. 

Through this worid's discoloured vapour 
Shalt thou flicker as a taper. 
Caught and lost mid changeful chances P 
No I through thickening veil and hazes 
Brighter shine thy towery blazes. 
Quicker shoot thy golden glances. 
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Through the sick-bed's close-drawn curtain, 

Streams thy glory but more certain. 

Pierce thy voices but more clearly. 

In the chill when Mends have faltered. 

Glows thy holy heat unalter'd. 

Shines thy seyenfold sun more cheerly. 

Mid the darkness of the prison 
Bright thy towers in vision risen, 
To the captive's bosom glitter. 
Dauntless Paul, unshrinking Peter, 
Felt thy company the sweeter. 
As man's presence grew more bitter. 

In thy unexhausted garden, 
Man was placed, its trusty warden. 
Holy fragrance ever breathing ; 
So our fretted spirits often 
Feel its perfume blow and soften 
Exile's anguish hotly seething. 

Bough is now the road that leadeth. 
Set in gloom the step that treadeth. 
Toward thy walls of sleepless sentry, 
Strait the only gate that opeth, 
Long and strong the fight that copeth 
With thy narrow jealous entry. 



NXW LIGHT. 67 

But in heart the daybreak bnming, 
Shows on golden hinges taming 
All the twelve in glad expansion. 
When with risen bodies beaming 
Ghbist shall lead His army streaming 
Into thine eternal mansion. 

Hark ! the shonts of hearenly greeting, 
Sons of men and angels meeting, 
Severed long through ages hoary. 
To the Fatheb, great Creator, 
To the Son, kind Mediator, 
To the cleansing Sfibit, glory. 



xxn. 

NEW LIGHT. 

Safe within light's tent enshrouded, 
Close with life's warm breathers crowded, 
Ijong I trifled, idly basking. 
What of doubtful or of certain 
X^ay beyond that starry curtain 
Hardly deemed I worth the asking. 



68 NEW LIGHT. 

Shout of genial enjoyment, 
Din of resolute employment, 
Struck my ear with bell untiring : 
What may be beyond its hammer. 
Whether silence, whether clamour, 
Hardly thought I worth inquiring. 

But the desert's storm descended. 
Into shreds that tent was rended, 
Open'd sights my soul that sadden'd. 
Palsied in that hour of trial 
Labour's song and pleasure's viol 
Sank mid sounds of fear that madden'd.^ 

On His throne of judgment seated, 
Crown'd with light, with glory sheeted. 
Sate the Loed 'mid heaven adoring ; 
From His lips a voice like thunder 
Smote the listening heart asunder,^ 
Over prostrate millions roaring. 

As they saw more meanly squalid, 
As they heard more grimly pallid 
Grew the multitude assembled. 
Like a tempest-vexed ocean, 
Seas of heads wav'd wild with motion. 
As with knocking knees they trembled. 
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Down I fell to dust in terror. 
Wailing 'mid those sons of error, 
With that startling light confronted. 
how long had I been dreaming, 
Loving for the true the seeming. 
Prizing for the rare the wonted. 

Quick with radiant javelin gliding, 
Heins, and head, and heart dividing, 
Pierc'd that light, then spread o'erflowing. 
O the films of sin that floated 
In that flood, to sight uncoated 
By that beam's intrusive glowing. 

But the brightness of that glory, 
But the terror of its story, 
Ne'er has eye or ear forsaken. 
Strong with vigilant endeavour 
Day and night I. struggle ever 
That past moment to awaken. 

Then from selfs strong crimination. 
Then from selfs deep detestation. 
Then from selfs quick shame and sorrow. 
Up to peace and love ascending 
Chbist I reach, and time is blending 
Yesterday, to-day, to-m^row. 
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There with Thee I work, O Fathsb, 
There with Thee, O Sok, I gather, 
There with Thee, O Spibit, labour, 
In that tabemaded centre 
Where is cried to all that enter 
" Welcome, everlafiting neighbour !" 



xxm. 

GOD'S EYE. 



O FOB the devoted vision. 
For the calmly keen precision. 
Of the pilot's eye uplifted 
To his circumpolar master. 
As the opening sea grows vaster. 
Sails with wilder winds are rifted. 

But to lift my head I bear not. 
And to raise mine eyes I dare not. 
LoBD, to meet Thine Eye is terror. 
Still more ghastly, as I wander. 
Bark unguided by commander. 
Over surging seas of error. 
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what cavern's darksome station, 
Dug beneath the deep foundation 
Of the everlasting mountains : 
O what pit, where feet may enter 
Into earth's mysterious centre. 
Under Ocean's sunless fountains : 

What shall hide me from the glaring, 
What shall screen ine from the flaring 
Of Thine eye, Lobd God All-seeing? 

inevitable Smiter, 

In the darkness Thou art brighter, 
Searchest there my foimt of being. 

If my very bones Thou knowest. 
Into all my members goest, 
To my depth and substance divest, 
Where shall heart and reins be lurking. 
Where shall spirit hide its working. 
When with guilty man Thou strivestP 

Thus I scan all regions over. 
If perchance I may discover 
But one nook of shade abiding, 
Where my fearM eyes concealing, 
Though all else to si^t revealing, 

1 may think that I am hiding. 

a 
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Vainly ! every spot is level ; 
Over all Thine Eye-beams revel 
In omniscient dominion. 
Let my heart in search be fretting 
From snnrising to sunsetting, 
Yain is ^ght, all weak its pinion. 

O fond soul ! why all this fleeing P 
Fear of being seen, and seeing P 
Thou art naked, spotted, maimed. 
See thy shrinking eye condemn thee. 
Hear thy conscious heart contemn thee. 
Wretch downlooking and ashamed. 

lUdse thee, raise thee to the fountain. 
Gushing from the bla2sing mountain, 
Where the Lamb with song is greeted. 
Wash thee, and thence issue whiter 
Than the snow of Hermon, brighter 
Than the sun at noonday seated. 

Welcome, renovated creature, 
New in form, and new in feature. 
All thy Fathsb's image showing. 
Doubt and fear no more thou brookest. 
Upwards a^ His child thou lookest. 
Smiles receiving, smiles bestowing. 
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Thou in joy that eye discemest, 
To its rays thou daily tumest, 
E'en as sunward turns the flower. 
Thou art glad as its inspection 
With a keen and quick direction 
Pours on thee light's radiant shower. 

Now to see thine own true measure 
In that Eye, is thy deep pleasure : 
So thou erer drawest nearer. 
Like to like, and deeper lovest 
As from thine His heart thou provest. 
Through His Eyes thyself art clearer. 

O what blessings now repose thee. 
For thou knowest that He knows thee, 
Thou hast no excuses screening : 
Thou art one with Him : His brightness 
Hourly stamps thy spirit's whiteness. 
Shade nor shadow intervening. 
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XXIV. 

SPIRITUAL PEOGEESS. 

As my heart pants more to love Thee, 
Dives with deeper search to prove Thee, 
LoBD, in all Thy heavenly essence. 
Still the straggle grows but stronger, 
Eongher still the way and longer 
Unto Thy receding presence. 

When I would be warm and bolder 
Thon dost seem reserved and colder. 
Why is this, most gracious Sayiottb P 
As my memory rehearses 
list on list of moving mercies. 
Harder seems my heart's behaviour. 

Canst thou overtake the morning. 
As he springs, at once adorning 
Eastern thyme and Western heather P 
Canst thou overtake the lightning. 
When in dazzling flash are bright'ning 
Heaven and Earth, East, West, together P 
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Why then mnmmr, if, as quicker 
Mercy's long processions bicker, 
Sunbeams of flash'd glory shooidng. 
All heart's speed, and all mind's vigonr 
Seem but dnU delay, cold rigonr, 
Halting haste, and floundering footing P 

Yet, with yesterday's comparing. 
Thou no speed of race art sparing. 
Thou art further from thy starting. 
IHdy track'd, light brings thee nigher. 
Though thou blame the nnreach'd flier. 
Groan with disappointment smarting. 

Therefore fix'd in firm endeavonr 
Let me gaze and chase for ever. 
As by day, in life's true story. 
As by night, in deep impression, 
Dazzling mind with bright procession. 
Moves the spectacle of glory. 

What to-day is formless sorrow. 
Shapes into delight to-morrow, 
Stamp'd into Thy will and pleasure. 
What to do were then but anguish, 
I^ow to do with thirst I languish. 
Long to fill its stated measure. 

e2 
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Daily each remember'd error 
Grows my sharper shame and terror, 
Nightly bed bedews with weeping. 
But from its black depths ontblazing. 
Sunken eyes in joy upraising, 
Pardon comes, like giant leaping. 

Thus I scan each day more clearly, 
Keach my duty's aim more nearly. 
Feel that Thy bless'd Hand hath found me. 
Faith is waxing, love is growing. 
Goals are looming, fruit is showing, 
Paradise is fragrant round me. 



XXV. 

EEGENEEATION. 

BuBST, O captive soul, thy prison : 
Old is buried, new is risen : 
B/ise in bright regeneration. 
Heaven shines new in all his ranges, 
Earth blooms new in all her changes. 
All sends gladsome gratulation. 



Thou art new amid the newness, 
Newer for surrounding fewness : 
O bless'd troop, that on the pinion 
Of an everlasting morning 
Flees old night, his fetters scorning. 
Soars in light's outspread dominion. 

At th^ everlasting fountain, 
Far above the silent mountain, 
Where the dove for rest hath hied her, 
Thou dost gaze in wonder seeing 
New things bursting into being 
From a portal daily wider^ 

Open'd are the heavens above thee, 
Full of deathless firiends that love thee. 
Gentle, holy, good, and beauteous. 
At their head thy Lobd is glowing, 
Bright o'er circling angels bowing 
Pown in adoration duteous. 

And thou hearest His stem order 
Bid dark Hell contract his border. 
Burst l^is vault with issuing legions. 
Where is now the groan of sadness. 
Where is not the cry of gladness, 
H«ir of joy *s unbounded regions ? 
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Thy heart's temple, once so taraish'd. 
Shines with novel lustre gamish'd, 
S>ichly fed thine altar reeketh. 
Far expell'd are buyer, seller : 
Glad in priestly robes its dweller 
Chbist in intercession speaketh. 

From the Lamb's atoning slaughter. 
There the blood, and there the water, 
Four'd in virtue all hath sprinkled. 
Truth with sevenfold lamp in station 
There in broad illumination 
Merges every spark that twinkled. 

There, as noonday's updrawn vapour 
Quench'd is worldly wisdom's taper. 
Mute as grave her hundred voices. 
Songs to which her ear ne'er listen'd. 
Sights at which her eye ne'er glisten'd. 
Stir thy heart to novel choices. 

All is new, thyself the newest. 

Duly up from birth thou grewest 

Into stature full and living. 

O forget not whence thou earnest, 

Child of sickliest, blindest, lamest. 

Sing through life thy glad thanksgiving. 
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XXVI. 

DAILY RENEWAL. 

Wblcomb one day more of losing. 

Of resigning, of reitising, 

Of heart-emptying, of heart-rending : 

Hail another day of gaining, 

Of accepting, of maintaining. 

Of renewing, of amending. 

iEyes, forego yonr look admiring, 
Heart, dismiss thy thought desiring, 
Hands, relax yonr grasp of owning. 
Part for ever, part this mommg. 
Hear ye not my words of scorning, 
See ye not my front of frowning P 

All that perishing flesh shall cherish 
Every day with flesh shall perish. 
As its daily scales are falling. 
Farewell then to all. I grieve not, 
Though one berry winter leave not, 
Drop each leaf beyond recalling. 
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For each leaf of dying sadness 

Comes a bnd of Hying gladness 

Fresh from Spirit's nxirtore shooting. 

For a toft of withered bowers 

Springs a coronal of flowers. 

Deep in heaven their main trunk rooting. 

For lost father, for lost brother 
For lost friend, there comes another. 
Whom no loss on earth can sever, 
Fatheb, merciful Creator, 
SoK, all-piteons Beinstator, 
Spibit, Comforter for ever. 

S>ing then, world, through all thy changes. 
Canst thou reach me in thy ranges P 
Loose thy querulous persistence. 
Into Spirit's realms ascending, 
Where thy waning orbs are ending. 
Glad I set thee at a distance. 

Hence I see with growing coldness 
All thy witchery and oldness. 
Push thee with more stout denial : 
While the Spirit's quickening newness 
In all fnlness, and all tmeness 
Dresses me for harder triaL 
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O Thou King, Thou Judah's lion. 
Throned in renovated Sion, 
By transfigured spirifcs surrounded, 
(Wide and far difiosing through all 
Space and time Thy bright renewal* 
From Thy store of love unbounded. 

Brother in the flesh of Mary, 
From that glorious sanctuary 
Send some heavenly portion, send me. 
Daily with new vigour bless me. 
Daily with new vesture dress me, 
With new arms of light defend me. 



xxvn, 

TWE LOST SHEEP FOUND. 

Joy to you. My dear beholders ! 
Lo, upon My dripping shoulders 
I My missing sheep am bringing. 
Fellows of My formor sadness, 
Hinds, come join Me in My gladness, 
With your merriest voices singing. 
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LoBD, Thy joy is bliss of Blessing, 
And we wait in calm, possessing 
Its occasions late and early. 
But Thy brow with gore is ruddy, 
But Thy hands and feet are bloody. 
Thou hast won Thy triumph dearly. 

Through the pasture, at the fountain. 
Over sand, and over mountain 
Far and wide its name I shouted. 
'Neath the lion's paw grasped round him, 
Dead with fear, at last I found him. 
With Mine arm I fought and routed. 

Welcome, welcome, mighty Shepherd, 
Doom of lion, death of leopard : 
Precious is the load Thou bearest. 
We will soothe it as it panteth. 
We wiU feed with all it wanteth. 
O yes ! All our joy Thou sharest. 

Bring then costly spikenard hither. 
Bring the flowers that never wither. 
Bring the cup with Sorek brimming. 
Let the calf from stall be taken. 
Pipe be blown and timbrel shaken. 
Set the dance in mazes swimming. 
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ID, all these are here and waiting 
' our joyous celebrating, 
art is bent and soul is steady, 
loome, welcome, careful Pastor, 
Icome, welcome, kindly Master, 
it Thee, rest Thee. All is ready. 



XXVIII. 

CHANGE OF VIEWS. 

)BDS and deeds ! months, years are flowing, 

ce in you my blood was glowing, 

ce in you my heart was beating, 

spring of my flesh and spirit, 

have left me, and inherit 

rth, and air, the wide world fleeting. 

ildren as of love illicit, 
me again ye must not visit, 
t in moments least expected 
the lonely room ye greet me, 
ttie lonely lane ye meet me, 
irtling me as thief detected. 

H 
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Innocent methooght and holjy 
Free from falsehood, dear of folly. 
Forth I sent you, fondly smiling. 
I^ow ye meet me all new creatnxea, 
Daring me with altered features, 
Eye defiant, tongue reviling. 

Why in bitter taunt uncover 
Guilty spots which firight the lover 
From a form than snow once brighter? 
Why that face deepsunk and leaden, 
Why those rayless films that deaden 
Eyes than diamond once brighter? 

1 it is my vision's blunder. 

Now my heart hath ceased to wonder, 

Te are what ye have been ever. 

It is I that is estranged, 

It is I that now has changed 

Old affection, old endeavour. 

What I loved I have forsak^i. 

What I hated I have taken, 

What seemed beauteous seems unsightly. 

Therefore ye no more are bloomy, 

But I lothe your aspect gloomy. 

Shun you daily, flee you nightly. 
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Loud I weep whene'ei^ your knocking 
Bids my secret heart's unlocking, 
Quake with terror when ye find me. 
Wont to flatter and caress me, 
Bobes of shame ye bring to dress me. 
Chains of penance strict to bind me. 

So to spirit's high director, 
Mind's adviser, heart's corrector. 
From yonr company I hasten : 
Pour out at his throne my sorrow, 
Sliss with joy, through day and morrow. 
Hands that loye me* while they chasten. 



XXIX. 

MEMORY COEEECTED. 

Why doth memory raise before me 
Seas and lands which never bore me. 
Sounds to which ear never hearkened : 
Then when I would ask precision, 
Fades away the (tended vision, 
Voice is silent, scene is darkened. 
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Is it that my roaming spirit 
Other worlds did once inherit. 
Ere to earth this body drew it : 
Or that in another vessel 
With this world began its wrestle. 
Ending life, but to renew it : 

Thus into new regions risen 
From the bonds of earthly prison 
Far and wide its flight expanded. 
Till its term of leave expended, 
All its conrse of rambling ended. 
To its cell it comes remanded P 

"No ! poor fool, thou hast been dreaming, ^ 
Mixed stark being with mere seeming, 
Drunken with life's maddening pleasure, 
Sapt into that doubtful border. 
Where is neither law nor order, 
Neither time, nor form, nor measure. 

Had each day to God been given, 
Earth been trod with heart in heaven, 
Chbist with single eye beholden, 
Cross and grave thy feet been binding, 
While thy lifted head was finding 
Bapturous touch of crowns all golden ; 
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Filled with truth's most holy beaniy, 
Didflt thou thus to task of duty 
Come with counsel undisputed. 
Never could thy heart so mingle 
With the double thus the single, 
With the 9acred the polluted. 

Thus, through memory's echoing regions, 
With her voice of shouting legions. 
Conscience cries, before her driving 
All mine host of pride and glory ; 
With her thundering oratory 
All my heart'9 barred portals riving. 

" To thy very core and essence 
Error is a constant presence." 
O my cheek is red with blushes. 
God of health, what fates abide meP 
If in darkness I should hide me, 
There Thy blazing sunbeam rushes. 

But Thou givest when Thou takest. 
Mighty Maker, and unmakest 
But to make again more brightly. 
Out of memory's shapes that shame us. 
Out of all its things that blame us, 
Thoughtii unholy, deeds unsightly, 
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Make us a new life discerning 
Thee and Thine in every turning. 
While new hopes are daQy swelling : 
Through the blood that hides transgression, 
Through the Spirit's felt possession, 
Through the water ever welling. 

O, as thus our hearts are pleading. 
So are they thy answer reading. 
Blessed signs our eyes discover. 
Eent is error's galling fetter, 
lives the spirit, dies the letter. 
We are free. Joy's cup nms over. 



XXX. 

CHEIST 

Sweet it is through fields to ramble 
Where the Lord's bright lilies gambol, 
Crying from each hue, " No labour :" 
Where swoUen Jordan roareth proudly. 
Where old echoes answer loudly, 
Eung from heists of glorious Tabor, 
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Sweet as these speak ont or glisten, 
In our inmost soul to listen 
To that voice which there forthgoing 
Into breasts that sought no cover. 
Filled them unto brimming over. 
Into deeds of goodness flowing. 

Sweeter still within the bosom 
Badiant with the purple blossom 
Whence the Spirit's firuits are lancing. 
In the heart where life's fresh sources 
Burst into eternal courses, 
Bright to beams of glory dancing. 

There to hear what fancy never 
At her utmost art's endeavour. 
All h&e outward magic bringing, 
Could to ravished senses carry. 
Bidding spell-bound reason tarry. 
While her Syren voice was singing. 

Clear o'er echo's fond ideal, 
There to hear in accents real. 
That blest voice, no airy dweller. 
But from heavenly page rehearsing, 
With awakened mind conversing. 
Spirit's mover, heart's compeller. 
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Voice of shepherd, clear as lonely, 
By his sheep acknowledged only. 
Voice well known of onr Doorkeeper : 
Sweet when rosy morning breakeih. 
And fresh duty's pasture seeketh 
Gladly each protected sleeper. 

Sweet when i&etted spirit ramhlef, 
Mid the briers, through the brambles, 
When fierce noontide cares are bonung, 
Crying, " Hie thee hence and Hiither ; 
Wilt thou in the desert wither P 
Sheep, bethink thee of returning.*' 

Sweet her star when evening lighteth 
And to home's calm fold inviteth 
Sore and wounded, spent and weary. 
Crying, " Best awhile, O rest thee. 
Bear thy wounds till I have dressed thee 
For to-morrow's trials dreary.** 
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XXXI. 

CHBISTIAN TEEASUEE. 

BASUBB ! oh my spirit, treasure ! 

Being Tahie, passing measure, 

Bsing bliss of raptured vision : 

ryer thought of, though thy ranges 

obe heaven, earth, and all their changes, 

iih thine eagle-eyed precision. 

L the field of duty plowing, 

iart's full strength and skill bestowing, 

om the ground I heard a tinkle. 

ddenly my coulter lifting 

lid and silver saw I shifting 

od's dark hue with lustrous twinkle. 

>ld and silver coined in heaven, 
eansed thro' furnace seven times seven, 
ith earth's hottest trial heated : 
lee, O Chbist, by suffering strained 
irough the grave, ere yet Thou reigned 
. Thy Fathbb's glory seated. 
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O my treasure, have I found TheeP 
How my heart goes dancing round Thee, 
How it tries to count Thy masses. 
Shall I count the stars that twinkle, 
Shall I count the waves that wrinkle, 
Number every wind that passes P 

Thou dost raise no sateless hanker, 
Eat not heart with spreading canker, 
Fret not thought's imperial clothing, 
StiU beginning, never ending, 
Making richer for the spending. 
Fullest when the world gives nothing. 

From the drops of sweat that rained* 
From the drops of blood that stained 
Olivet, and Calvary's niches, 
Thou hast grown and as from leaven 
Filled with preciousness all heaven. 
Heaped all earth with untold riches. 

Empty hearts with hope Thou ladest. 

Spirit, soul, and mind pervadest. 

Ever shining, ever flowing. 

O whole hearts where Thou art binding, 

O their blessedness of Ending, 

O their privilege of knowing J 
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xxxn. 

THE MINE OF TEUTH. 

E that springB of water seeketh 

ep through earth's ribbed bosom breaketh, 

MiBure plumbing after measure. 

» that gold and silyer mindeth 

rough her rock-hewn portals findeth 

itrance to the chambered treasure. 

hen as sturdy labour plieth, 

11 the thirsty soil denieth, 

m is faint, and heart misgiving, 

gh with sudden shoot upleaping, 

rth with fattening dewdrops steeping 

irsts the fountain ererliying. 



hen the delving shaft seems endless, 
hen longsuffering hope seems friendless, 
ind is weary, heart is sinking, 
dden to the lamp's far flashes 
tins respond in bickering plashes, 
3h beyond all power of thinking. 
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Thus the man Thy truth that loTeth, 
Toil, O LoBD, and labour proveth. 
Shaping slow his due accesses. 
Ajid Thy word, with sharp edge shining, 
Is to him his tool of mining, 
Delving deep in heart's recesses. 

Through the flinty rocks of passion, 
Through the faulty frame of fashion, 
Through tough pride's successive layer, 
Onward keener still and steimer. 
Pierces the twoedged discemer. 
Driven with spreading power of prayer. 

]S'ow at length the mass has crumbled, 
]S'ow hard rock's last bar hath tumbled, 
Lo I the treasure's vault is entered. 
O, the burst of glory filling 
Mind with light, and heart with thrilling, 
Biches stored and bliss concentred. 

Hail ye promises that bicker 
Ever brighter, ever qxdcker, 
Soul to fervid rapture turning. 
Till witli holy inspiration 
Up she mounts and takes her station 
Mid the seraphs ever»buming. 



THE MIKB OF TBUTH. 

Welcome too thon voice that clieerest 
Messenger firom Master dearest, 
From His throne of glory bringing 
Tidings newer still and gladder. 
As the world of gloom grows sadder, 
As the thorn in flesh more stinging. 

Bom o*er Tabor's shining mountain. 
Oyer Sidiem's living fountain. 
O'er GFennesar^s boisterous surges, 
O'er G^thsemane's lone alleys. 
Thy unwearied message sallies, 
Hearts, and hands, and voices urges. 

Blessed Herald, speak for ever. 
Prick our spirit's faint endeavour. 
Mollify as wounds are goading, 
Btill our bosoms as they flutter, 
Tune our voices as they utter. 
Clear our conscience in unloading. 

While our mortal ears can hear thee, 
Let thy heavenly words endear thee. 
Wonted as our daily story. 
So when thy last notes assemble 
Heaven and earth, we shall not tremble 
We shall know the sound and glory. 
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XXXTTT. 
A MOENma'S WALK. 

As the lily of the water. 

Like to an obedient daughter, 

At her sire's commandment bowing, 

Follows with exact deyotion 

Impulse of the mimic ocean, 

While the changeful wind is blowing : 

With its head of flowers shining. 
On its seagreen shield reclining. 
Ever keeps the shifting level ; 
Now in whirling hollows hiding, 
Now on crested billows ridmg, 
In a mad triumphant revel : 

So the heart to God's will suited^ 
'Neath the world's deep trouble rooted. 
Heeds not superficial tosses. 
Up with smiles of joy ascending, 
Down with smiles of hope descending, 
Calm alike through gains and losses. 
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For God's mighty Spirit ruBhing, 
Sets those founts of motion gushing. 
Bids direction to those forces. 
Theref(xre it is bliss to follow 
Over mountain and through hollow. 
Lead where will the fitful courses. 

Heart and mind to GrpD devoting. 
Blessed we that move us floating 
At His heavenly agitation. 
Warm the feeling, calm the thinking. 
Soft the rising, smooth the sinking. 
Up and down the soul's probation. 

Chbist from His blue sky is smiling 
On this world's dim lake of toiling, 
Joys to see His servants keeping 
StUl the crest of tossing billows. 
Upon perils^ as on piUows, 
Fast in resignation sleeping. 

O His Eye in gladness glances 
O'er the regulated dances 
Of His flowers in white hues glowing. 
O'er the blackness of the surges. 
O'er the wave that lifts and merges 
They His guiding hand are showing. 
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Let me live and move for erer, 
Ghbist, in this my heart's endeavotir, 
Buoyant upon duty's totees. 
Conscious that Thy Spirit sways me. 
Conscious that Thine Eye surveys me, 
'Mid my joys, and 'mid my crosses. 



XXXIV. 
THE VOTIVE TABLET. 

Jonah iLS. 

Sav'd from wreck of all my blisses, 
Bais'd firom hopeless guilt's abysses, 
Where I lay, night's prison'd dreamer: 
Freed firom wrapping weeds which round me 
Mine iniqxdties had bound me. 
Living, whole. Thou bless'd Bedeemer I 

What shall I presume to offer, 
What acknowledgment to proffer. 
Thus with conscience newly waked? 
Shall I see the heathen praising. 
High his Totive tablet raising. 
And my Temple's wall aU naked? 
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No, LoBD I there though word and gesture, 
All the old man's dripping vesture 
Fains, and perils past shall figure. 
There his crutch, by long use polish'd. 
Service shall proclaim abolish'd. 
Witness to my new man's vigour. 

Superscnb'd with golden letters 
There shall gleam my former fetters 
In a long depending cluster. 
Worldly-minded caution's bridle, 
There with whip of conscience idle. 
Testify new ways and juster. 

There shall duteous memory lay them. 
There shall daily eye survey them. 
Tokens of foreg<Hid disaster. 
So my thankfulness forthstreaming 
Shall from love to love be teeming, 
Bless'd Bedeemer, glorious Master. 

Perils past in piotur'd story, 
Brighten scenes of promis'd glory 
Deepen thought's presaging wonder : 
Make the present but short suture 
Binding past unto the future. 
Who the n^ptic tie sludl sender P 
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XXXV. 
A LOOK AT OUE BEETHEEN. 

When, bedropp'd with ripen'd lustre, 
Laden as with Eshcol's cltuster, 
I behold,my fellow-branches : 
And outpoured with reeky vagrance 
To my heart their gladsome fragrance 
An amending virtue launches : 

When, with shape to place adjusted. 
Faithful to the weight entrusted, 
FelLow-stones proToke my witness : 
Set with undecaying edges 
Through a spotless show of ledges 
Gladden sight with lines of fitness : 

When, their Shepherd^s call observing. 
Onward stiU and never swerving 
FeUow-sheep pass by in order, 
To the fold from brooks of coolness 
To the fold from fields of fulness 
Keeping the prescribed border : 
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When, on will of Head reliant, 
Unto Body's service pliant, 
I survey my fellow-members. 
Eyes in heaven their orders reading. 
Feet in faith imMghted treading 
Trial's flames and glowing embers : 

Thou, O Vine and Temple holy. 
Shepherd, Body, aU and whoUy, 
Chbist, Thy love's sweet founts awaken. 
With a gratolation ample 
Let me greet the bright example, 
With vile love of self unshaken. 

Let not eye with envy palter, 

Nor cold tongue with praises falter : 

Let me see in admiration 

Thy dear image brightly glowing 

In our mended flesh, and showing 

All the glory of thy station* 



i 
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. ^oonttlie* 

XXXVI. 

NOOK 

ISfow the Snn to glory hastens, 

Now this world's bright keystone futen 

Deep in heaven's blue arch embedded. 

And the firmament in glory 

Tells Creation's wondroos stoiy 

By its throned Satrap headed. 

Crouching firom his piercing arrows. 
Darkness now her shadow narrows 
fj' To her straitest room of larking. 

Jbsu ! thus in lovingkindness 
Daily drive our nature's blindness 
To its narrowest nook of working. 



NOOK. 9^ 

Every noon bring broader to hb 
Beams of knowledge to renew ub. 
With a narrower shade contrasting : 
Until Thine appointed boon-day 
Bring to ns nnshadow'd noonday, 
TJndeclining, everlasting. 

Lo ! he langhs in glory bnming, 
IHptoe standing on the taming, 
Ere he sink as he has mounted. 
Princely type of our creation, 
He has reach'd his pride of station. 
Now his downward hours are counted* 

Ah ! this mortal world is weary, 
Brightest scenes grow dim and dreary 
From the hoar of oar awaking. 
Noon is but misfortune's pointing. 
Where day's sorrows find a jointing, 
Where day's pleasures find a breaking. 

Are ensuing hours serenerP 

Spirit feels the thorn prick keener 

Into longer fretted canker. 

Flee^ its eyes more fearful shutting, 

Flinches from the knife's sharp cutting 

With a cheek of terror blanker. 



d4 KOOH. 

Thus, howe'er he bear him gaily, 
Speaks our inward old man daily. 
Fat him far, O Lobd, behind me. 
Bring the new man's heall^y rigour, 
Fresh in all his birthday's yigonr. 
With his nerye and mnsde bind me. 

Give thus unto Thy new creature, 
Chbi8t*s own mind with Spirit's feature, 
That, uprisen to my calling. 
There, in duty's full devotion 
I maintain my place and motion^ 
Ever soaring, never falling. 

Sun of righteousness, Thy beauiy 
Stepp'd through all our path of duty, 
Never once to earth dedining. 
Still through trial's clouds ascending. 
Till, heaven's arch with glory rending. 
Thou didst close Thy day of shining. 

From that throne where Thou art glowing 
Sun to heaven's bright host, bestowing 
Light and warmth to hearts uplifted. 
Look and down upon us shower 
Faith of will, and might of power. 
Speed us onward heavenly-gifted. 
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xxxvn. 

A DAY OF BEMEMBRANCE. 

BBiOHTBNiKa, fainting, waxing, waning, 
Stars their ancient posts are gaining ; 
From replenished nms oat pouring 
light into the chilly blossom. 
Earth's long desolated bosom 
With renew'd adornment storing. 

On the course of life's long races 
Deep this day hath mark'd its traces. 
Day of gladness, bom of travail, 
Fresher still its breezes smite me. 
Brighter still its skies delight me, 
As its scenes anew unravel. 

Thoughts by coursing time disjointed. 
Once again are set and pointed. 
To their old direction righted. 
Where she was in seasons olden 
Mind is now, and visions golden 
AH her firmament have lighted. 
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As this orby. (seers tell us) driven 
Througli her yearly course in heayen. 
Pierces through a starry cluster : 
And our wintry nights are beaming 
With shot drops of fire down streamiiigf 
Frighting with prophetic lustre. 

Lo the bliss which once hath bless'd us, 
When the Spibit's hour possess'd us. 
Set upriseth, past retumeth : 
As our rounds are number'd yeady» 
Shines into our hearts more deaily. 
And its fire more bristly bumeth. 

Duly it awaits our meeting 
Ever with a kindlier greeting, 
Fuller still of gifts of gladness, 
Jjet the ni^t gloom dark with sorrow, 
We will not cry out, " O morrow I 
Gome, disperse our shades of sadness.** 

Forth it shines through all misgiying : 
It is living, it is living. 
Not in memory's forms saluting. 
With our spirits it is mingling. 
With its rays our hearts are tingling, 
With its glance our eyes are shooting. 
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" Thou art fairer since thou earnest, 
And this jocund nioming shamest. 
Dealing from thy rosy fingers." 
So I greet it, and it answers 
From its thousand merry dancers, 
From its thousand gladsome singers. 

Yea this day again is filling 
All my springs of witting willing. 
Till my heart with fulness brimmeth : 
Birthday of still growing blisses. 
Up from cradling time's abysses 
With a gleamy welcome swimmeth. 

Thus may days of blissful story 
FOl my calendar with glory, 
Yearly some new lustre lighting. 
As from Chbist His gift descendeth, 
As on Chbist its use attendeth. 
From a heart in praise delighting. 
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xxxvin. 

CONFESSION. 

O Thou spirit's heavenly Warden, 
In Gethsemane's lone garden 
"Wlien for death Thy soul was singled, 
And Thy lips in loathing motion 
Pray'd to pass the bitter potion 
From our guilty sufferings mingled. 

In that cup, whose dregs Thou drankest, 
In that load, 'neath which Thou sankest, 
In that prayer and sweaty shiver. 
Whose deep sins then brought Thee anguisl^' 
Made Thy sickening spirit languish? 
Mine, oh mine. Grood Lobd, deliver! 

When upon the Cross uplifted 

Thy pure body's temple rifted, 

Forth the all-sprinkling blood had shaken, 

And Thy foes in mockery staring 

Heard Thy cry go up despairing, 

" Why, My God, am I forsaken P" 
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\VJi08e fotil sin's aocnrst irrererenoe 
brought that agonising seyerance, 
'Wrung from Thee that cry of wailing P 
Mine, yea mine. Yet I am living. 
Spirit, hast no sharp misgiying P 
Sonl, dost feel no qualmish quailing P 

Mine, yea mine. O up to heaven 
More than seveniy times seven 
They ascend in drear confession. 
But Thy blood besmears them over 
There with Thy atoning cover, 
Bids me boldly wait Thy session. 

Shall I sin again, vile viper 
For Thy wrath with venom riper P 
Let no day that hour be tolling. 
Let no year with portents starry 
Hold that day in calendary, 
Bear one speck of its enrolling. 

When Thine hours to fill and hallow 
Duty fails and they run shallow 
Ending but in empty number : 
When my. secret sin is pleading 
Silver-tongued to heart unheeding, 
Break; good Lord, the deadly slumber. 
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Wake, and lift me up Thy ladder. 

Though at first each step seem sadder, 

And my heart heave spent with groaning' 

Tet its ronnd by patience tested. 

Is with royal pnrple vested. 

Thy most precious bloodshed owning. 

As I climb, the light grows brighter. 
And the pnrple vest turns whiter. 
Till each step like snow is glowing. 
Guilt's last speck is disappearing. 
And the royal throne is nearing. 
Where the sons of light are bowing. 



XXXIX. 
CALLS. 



LoBD, what boots all skill and power. 
If Thou give not sun and shower : 
Why fret heart and loosen sinew? 
Yet on Thy known ways relying. 
On we toil mischance defying. 
Blithely task and tear continue. 
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So if Thou shalt say that sentence, 
'' Mine it is to give repentance," 
Shall we idly wait for season P 
In the very thought Thou biddest, 
Gallest into action middest 
Body's motion, spirit's reason. 

Should our share sharp stone be filing. 
We can look witili patience smiling 
On the farrow of blank sorrow, 
Hope, her painted bow there laying. 
Sun and shower at once displaying, 
Hails us with a load good morrow. 

Waves of thought heart rudely breasting, 
In bright foam as they are cresting. 
Show us dancing wreaths of flowers : 
They from precious stems are riven. 
They from sunny climes are driven. 
We draw nigh to blessed bowers. 

So let life's each act emergent 
Wake me with a call more urgent, 
Warn me with more sharp rebuking. 
it is a blessed crier. 
Telling that the land is nigher. 
Whither all my heart is looking. 
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Let then heart and mind be ready. 

Let then hand and foot be steady, 

Drest in watchful preparation. 

At His signal pass the border, 

As thy captain gives His order, 

" March, My soldier, take thy station.' 



As the note from trumpet shaken. 
By rebellowing mountains taken 
To a thousand multiplieth ; 
But the soft unmeaning level 
Knows not the responsive revel ; 
Sound is only bom and dieth ; 

80 His call, fit bosom finding, 
Lito thousands swells, reminding 
Conscience with long-echoing sequel : 
But imprest on hearts unfeeling 
Sounds but once. O yes ! Thy dealing, 
LoBD, is equal, ours unequal 

Daily thus throughout heart's seeking 
Let me hear Thy trumpet breaking 
Lito blasts that death shall quicken, 
Proud flesh dying in the hearing, 
Spirit rous'd to hope and rearing 
Hands that faint, and hearts that sicken. 
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Life I ask Thee, life that dies not, 
Hope I ask Thee, hope that lies not, 
On this moment they are hanging, 
Now my tears are comfort's fountain. 
Calm I ean behold Thy mountain 
Blazing to Thy trumpet clanging. 



XL. 

THE CHEISTIAN'S CUP. 

LoBD, in need's stem hour of meetness 
Let me taste Thy counsel's sweetness. 
Through all gloom, and through all glitter : 
Heart and mind to Thee surrender : 
Thanking Thee for gracious sender, 
HowBoe'er the cup be bitter. 

Let me of its draught be drinking. 
Through all feeling, through all thinking, 
To the dregs its wormwood draining. 
Be it death, good Losd, that liyest, 
Let me take it as Thou givest, 
One misgiving paude disdaining. 
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lian the brim with honey 
Cheats hu child, who, nolhiiig fearing. 
Drinks health in befoie he eonow. 
But Thy child of teatimony 
Drinks through gall into the honey. 
Through day's woe to joy of: 



Yea, each pang is but a lower 
Draught into the healing power 
Of Thy cup of inward gladness. 
Ha I this bitterness undoeih. 
As from lip to heart it goeth 
With its dart of icy sadness. 

But it is my Master's potion : 
So I drink with heart's derotiony 
Deprecating, yet receiving. 
Flesh unready, spirit willing. 
Looking to His word's fulfilling. 
In His glorious end beliering* 

Can I drain it, and be living P 

O how suddenly reviving 

Comos the sweetness ! Warmth is glowing 

To a holy heat of redness. 

Quickening every part of deadness, 

Hope and joy to heart bestowing. 
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Token of distress and sadness. 
Earnest of release and gladness. 
Welcome to my lips and often. 
Blest the death, when life is swallow'd. 
Blest the shame, whose blush is hallow'dt 
LoBD, Thy very hardships soften. 

Now, as lips of faith are draining. 
Heaven accordant food is raining, 
Down it fEiIls with feathery lightness. 
Promise, token, time, and season. 
Counsel, comfort, proof and reason, 
Strew my board with manna's brightness. 



2JuE. 
TEAVELLING. 

LoBD ! I journey on life's travels. 
And each forward step xmravels 
Distance's disparting cluster ; 
While behind me narrower waxes 
Each past avenue of access 
In a congregated muster^ 
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BotUlu- ni0 rtHDCB' tufi VSCXBu. 'fflDBHntl^ 
pifljWft witZL >H <"HJ flJIUIlflflB plBBHBt^ 

There with, chric mriMw gtiwmnngrg 

Xltroagk iziiiixmsEBiiltf cangBs 
^^antngy ifiiiiii^ fiwfiir|^ btiMMiiiifr. 

FweweH old and wdbanw novwt- 
Be ihoa palae^ be tboiL bovdl« 
Whereeoe'er I find mj sWaoa. 
On Sii tJnoBiey snd in His iiMngrrj 
jMtrs entertains the rtnoigcr 
Withnnetigted cdebiafcion. 

An along the way are planted 
SigDi 1>y heedlen pilgnzne wanted. 
Briefly seen as briefly spoken. 
Beady O read then, ere tfaej Tamsh. 
Ere thy hurried coarse shall banish 
Far to rearward all their token. 

See! the fame are now quite others. 
Boys are fathers, girls are mothers, 
Oone is all familiar with thee. 
Homes whose erery step thou knewest 
At thy knocking ask, " What saeat, 
Gentle stranger, tell ns, prithee.*' 
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Help me, help me, Jbsu Master, 

Faster every day and faster 

Grows the speed, more rough the carriage. 

We are plunder'd in the grasping. 

We are parted in the clasping, 

We are widow'd in the marriage. 

Time at every stage's dial 
Sends my heart more searching trial, 
Probing sin's deep fretting cancer. 
Have I stannch'd its bloody issue ? 
ToxLch'd Ohbist's robe of healing tissue F 
Answer, question'd conscience, answer. 

As allotted time draws nearer 
Comes that answer from me clearer. 
In my heart more truly preached P 
Can mine ear endure the crashing, 
Can mine eye endure the flashing, 
As my destin'd end is reached P 

Later hours become more gloomy, 
May Thy Spirit's lamp illume me. 
Guide my mind, direct each turning, 
Backward in calm peace retracing. 
Forward hope's bright portal facing. 
Scenes around in faith discerning. 
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Sanctify the shocks that shake me, 
Up from sinful sleep awake me. 
Thunder with lond admonition : 
Keep me, soul and body, watching. 
Keenly every signal catching 
Of salvation and perdition. 

Hark ! the sounds of life's last station ! 
See on wondering observation 
Looms the end with clearer witness. 
Now prepare thyself for leaving, 
Doors are opening, halls receiving. 
Step thou forth in heavenly fitness. 



XLH. 
MABBIAGE. 



Tboth is plighted, lovely maid. 
Yet thou seemest half afiraid, 
On thy words thy lips still linger. 
Courage ! stretch thy snowy hand. 
Let the seal with golden band 
Clasp thy covenanted finger. 
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Now the mystic rite is done. 
Hail ye blessed two in one, 
Blended now in Chbist for ever. 
Mystic consort, mystic Spouse, 
Joined in heaven by bond of vows 
Which no earthly hand may sever. 

Chbist thou art in this dread hour, 
Chbist in o£Slce, Chbist in power, 
Head for love's direction tendered. 
Bride of Chbist thou art to-day, 
Bride to honour and obey. 
Body to love's service rendered. 

Lord of morning's anxious toil 
Thou shalt lead life's hot turmoil. 
Whither board or field invite thee. 
Lady thou of evening joys. 
Mid thy ruddy girls and boys, 
Li his leisure shalt delight thee. 

From your bridechamber shall go 
Priests and kings in saintly row, 
Sobed and crowned by nurturing duty. 
Sons ancUdaughters to renew 
Chbist in mystic bond, and shew 
Holiness in newborn beauty. 

L 
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Thus your nuptial duties done, 
Thus your coronet sought and won, 
Be ye to the third heaven carried : 
Where by one all-during rite 
Every soul of spotless white 
To the Bridegroom shall be married. 

Then the vaulted heaven shall ring, 
Then shall new creations sing 
In one loud angelic diorus, 
" Married is the Lamb. Upraise 
At His throne eternal praise, 
Who in mercy nurs'd and bore us." 



XLIII. 
BIETH. 



Still thy cries, abate thy loathing, 
Son and heir ! from empty nothing 
Ushered to our world's glad fulness. 
Welcome, stranger long expected*. 
Guest for daily feast selected. 
Far from thee be care and dulness. 



BIBTH. Ill 

Bells with merry salutation 
Summon thoe into thy station. 
Bright shines all before, behind thee. 
Take thy holiday and leisure, 
Take thy comfortable pleasure. 
Ere the sterner moments find thee. 

Have thou all things with our wishing. 
Streams be ready for thy fishing, 
Hounds be ready for thy sporting. 
Steeds in silver'd harness prancing, 
Bowers a dressing for thy dancing, 
Maids adorning for thy courting. 

Thus, poor fleshy the world salutes thee. 
Now hear song that better suits thee. 
Spirit bursting into being, 
Bringing His own image latest 
From the holiest, wisest, greatest, 
To a world where all is fleeing. 

Deathless soul in body mortal, 
Lo, we greet thee at the portal. 
Give thee lot and place among us. 
Come to duty's sharp contention. 
Trap, and snare, and dark invention. 
Where the doubts and errors throng us. 



112 BISTH. 

Welcome to war's smoky region, 
Welcome to Cheist's blood-red legion. 
Hear the cry of battle screaming. 
O young ears, young eyes be learning 
All your task and art, discerning 
Signals from your Captain streaming. 

Welcome to the daily toiling. 

Daily slaying, daily spoiling, 

Wounds and strokes, with loss and booty. 

Now in this thy baby pouting 

We can hear thee " Victory" shouting, 

Catch the man's loud cry to duty. 

At the healing angel's troubling 
Now for thee the bath is bubbling. 
Spirit, water, blood, commingling; 
like a flame from dying embers 
Thou shalt rise with freshened members. 
Life, new life throughout thee tingling. 

Then agaia for thee shall rattle 

All the shot and shock of battle, 

Life's last deep-drawn gasp demanding. 

And o'er death and hell victorious. 

Thy bold spirit free and glorious. 

At Chbist's throne shall take its standing. 
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XLIV. 

BURIAL. 

Dust to dust, departed brother, 
Son of dust, to dust thy mother. 
We commit thee, sadly cheerful. 
Still in spirit thou art neighbour ; 
She too with new birth shall labour : 
Yean thee to a world less tearful. 

Yet when into this thou earnest 
Which thou now so loudly blamest 
In this corpse so sorely rifled, 
O what greeting mirth was ringing ! 
Sound thy cushioned cradle singing. 
Care's first whimpering notes it stifled. 

But what tongue shall tell the numbers 
When again the womb's long slumbers 
Thou shalt burst and gaze aroimd thee ; 
O what songs of joy and gladness, 
O what cries of woe and sadness 
Shall with mingled din astoimd thee. 
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Blessed they whose ears shall bear it, 
Blessed they with joy that hear it, 
When that birthday's music waking. 
Heaven with echoed trumpet filling, 
Hell with deafening clarion thrilling, 
Forth shall burst, creation shaking. 

When the sheeted crowds assemble, 
Blest the knees that shall not tremble. 
Blest the teeth that shall not chatter. 
Brother, be thy flesh now sleeping 
There to stand, far off the weeping, 
Bobed in glory's deathless matter. 

Then shall ring the novel sentence, 
" Baptism now without repentance ; 
Baptism now to no remission. 
Enter whither heart was yearning ; 
Take the prize which ye were earning : 
Take ye glory or perdition." 

Blest then who by faith unvaried 
Templed in their heart have carried 
Jesus, each affection' moulding. 
Then the temple's veil is rended. 
Then type's lengthened tale is ended, 
Fac-e to face are eyes beholding. 
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* 



So in peace that never dieth, 
So in bliss that never sigheth 
May we meet again, dear brother. 
All this sorrow is but seeming, 
Mist thrown np by joy's hot steaming. 
Sobs of hope onr praises smother. 



XLV. 

ASCENSION DAY. 

LoBD, my panting heiart is waiting 
For due hour of celebrating, 
Yearns for telling forth Thy glory. 
But when fire of song is blazing 
From ten thousand angels praising, 
Where shall sound the sinner's story P 

Earth beheld Thy form in wonder, 
Hell beneath Thee clave asunder. 
Heaven op'd wide his empyrean. 
How then shall my grovelling spirit 
Mount the height of Thy dear merit, 
Chant Thy victory's loud psean P 
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Spirit ! stored within thee lieth 
All that heart to tongue supplieth : 
Heaven, and earth, and hell, thou carriest. 
Therefore shake away thy slumbers, 
Bouse thy heart's melodious numbers, 
Baise thy tuneful voice. Why tarriestP 

Earth, forego thy doleful stammer. 
Blood hath ceased its din of clamour 
From the grave of murdered brother. 
Pardon now it softly speaketh. 
Pardon from each drop that reeketh 
From thy ground, O nurturing mother. 

Poured from Chbist's dear side it rises, 
Sweetest of all sacrifices, 
All thy sons and daughters cleaning. 
Shout then, shout with cry that rendeth 
Sea, and land, and air, and sendeth 
Into soul its fire of meaning. 

Cry, O hell, thou broken-hearted. 
Lo, thy guest hath come and parted. 
From thy night of nether regions 
He hath mounted fresh and dripping 
With new glory, and equipping, 
Quick with light, thy ransomed legions. 



iJSCENSION DAY. 117 

Kept the maw of monsters scaly 
Prophet's heart, which Spirit daily 
Quickened from His sources seven? 
Neither kept thy prison nether 
That strong wing of deathless feather 
Which hath swum through fields of heaven. 

Shout, O heaven, thy gates unfolding. 
As His coming pomp beholding. 
Throb thy hearts at nearing stages. 
Shout again, for He is seated, 
By adoring Angels greeted. 
On tiiy starry throne of ages. 

O in Him we see thy brightness, 
O in Him we feel the lightness 
Of thy air by gidlt tmthickened. 
And we long to breathe more purely, 
And we long to serve more surely 
Mid thy realms, to glory quickened. 

Better coimtry, lasting city ! 
All my song were senseless ditty, 
Judged by thine eternal beauty. 
Hail thy doors of ransomed entry. 
Hail thy towers of Cherub's sentry, 
Hail thy haUs of angel's duty. 
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XLVI. 

ADVENT DAY. 

Up, Jerusalem, awake thee ! 

Hark, what bursts harmonious shake thee ! 

'Tis thy Bridegroom's gladsome reveL 

" Deck thee," cries thy beckoning sentry, 

" Broaden all thy ways of entry, 

Strew thy hilly payement level." 



Loud with shout and holy laughter 
Tens of thousands follow after. 
Forth thy ancient echoes bringing. 
Which thy David made the dwellers 
Of thy roofs and of thy cellars. 
From his harp in deep notes flinging. 

From thine altar's living table, 
From fonts inextinguishable. 
Loosed, they gush in ancient newness, 
With fulfilment's trumpet blowing, 
In prophetic triumph going, 
Bright with antitypic traeness. 



ADVENT DAY. 119 

Answer His approaching stages 

With thy songs of thotisand ages, 

From thy sons of tongues nnnumbered, 

From thy prophets, from thy preachers, 

From thy angels, from thy teachers, 

From rapt saints whose hearts ne'er slumbered. 

Come, Thou Master, long awaited, 
Come, Thou long and deep instated 
In our hope's hid house of treasure. 
Come and in Thy glory seat Thee, 
That our eyes and lips may greet Thee 
With reality's full measure. 

Far and wide throughout my border 

All I set for Thee in order, 

Light my joy's far-blazing beacons. 

Lo my people met and steady, 

Lo my captains girt and ready, 

Banged my bishops, priests, and deacons. 

Strip your robes of saintly whiteness, 
Clothe the payement with their brightness. 
O'er them fling your crowns for flowers. 
Though my streets were golden whoUy, 
They were rough for feet so holy. 
Dim for such bedazzling powers. 



120 NATIONAL THANKSaiTING. 

Queen, now in the dust is lying 
All that with His will is vying, 
For those mighty feet to trample. 
And in truth's white ephods standing, 
We are waiting His commanding. 
Prompt to move at His example. 

With His files of saints immortal 
He hath reached His temple's portal : 
Run ye buyers, flee ye sellers. 
But haste ye to Him that loves you. 
That accepts you, that approves you. 
Honest hearts, come here be dwellers. 



XLVn. 
NATIONAL THANKSGIVING. 

Not to us, O Lobd, pertaineth, 
Not to us the arm that gaineth. 
Not to us the sword uplifted. 
When the troubles that o'erbore us. 
Broke away at once before us. 
Like a mist by sunbeams rifted. 
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As before tke fire the stubble, 
As before the wind the bubble, 
As before the light the darkness. 
So before Thy burst of glory, 
HI with all his squadrons gory 
Broke in flight and naked starkness. 

Thou of yore our fathers leddest, 
Thou to-day their children headest. 
On the march of empire guiding. 
Small as mustard seed in sowing, 
Weak as twig of vine in growing, 
In Thy strength our state is priding. 

Mother never blest with daughters. 
Lonely mid the western waters 
Loomed our isle through misty fable : 
Till unbound by Thy high orders 
Woke the spirits on ocean's borders. 
Hands all ready, hearts all able. 

Every wind an army wafted, 
Every wave with hosts was rafted. 
Heaven and earth new monsters yeaning. 
But Thy word to wisdom tam*d them, 
But Thy hand in union &am'd them, 
Tun'd all hearts to one fuU meaning. 
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Blazing from the moun^of ages, 
Through the hands of faithful sages, 
Laws to keep and Hve Thon gayest. 
And Thy Spirit's truth, forthgoing 
With all doing, and all knowing, 
Seal'd our wisest, stamp'd our bravest. 

Strife confess'd its potent letter, 
Struck the worse, and spar'd the better. 
Brought us peace more calm than ever. 
Bigots left our faith but purer. 
Tyrants left our fireedom surer, 
Good still foUow'd its endeavour. 

Fire hath swept our house more duly. 

Blood hath wash'd our walls more throughly, 

O Thou wonder-working Warden ! 

From our battles we are reaping 

Two for every hero sleeping. 

Fields of fight have been our garden. 

Mail-clad chiefs their life-blood giving 
Are not dead, but 'midst ra living. 
In a brood of gowned order. 
Under wings of pennons waving. 
To the clang of trumpets raving, 
Peace grew up, and kept our border. 
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Fires, our daimtleise prieste consuining, 
Way'd to heayen a glare, illuming 
Throngs in field and city gazing. 
Bore firom heart to heart unfailing 
Thy bright word o'er sounds of wailing, 
Till our Airthest isle was blazing. 

Exile, hunger, thirst, and slaughters 
Bore us loyely sons and daughters, 
Imaging our fairest features. 
On they press'd. Thine own anointed, 
"Whither needle ne'er hath pointed, 
Beach'd far lands of doleful creatures. 

Where the snake with fearful rattle 
Call'd on land to noyel battle, 
Where sea-monsters dark and scaly 
P^c'd their streams with horrid duel. 
And where man, than all more cruel. 
Burst from earth and ocean daUy. 

They haye borne Thy word of glory. 
They recite Thy wondrous story, 
High on thrones of empire seated. 
Where the frosty Wain is glowing, 
Where the Cross her stars is showing, 
Where the Solar road is meted. 
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Mouth to mouth Thy I^ame repeateth 
Where Tasmanian billow beateth. 
Under stars to ours contrasted. 
Tongues that lapp'd the blood of fellow, 
Where Pacific surges bellow, 
Gladly Thy sweet word have tasted. 

Sangdoms proud, that from the nations 
Hid Thy truth's bright coruscations, 
Sunk in pits of darkness perish. 
We are living, we are living : 
Quench all doubt, and all misgiving, 
Help us that bright lamp to cherish. 

Let our every prow be bearing 

Everywhere that light fall-flaring. 

Every flag Thy cross be preaching. 

Thanks and praise ! how bright Thou bumest 

In irrefragable earnest 

Where the polar fields lie bleaching. 

Thus accept Thou our oblation. 
Soul and body, man and nation. 
To Thy service consecrated. 
Ever may we crown Thine altar, 
Never may our duty falter, 
Never be our work belated. 
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In Thy well of tmth bapftized. 
By Thy cleansing word revised, 
May our laws maintain Thine order. 
So shall wealth onr bams be storing. 
Peace from plenty's horn be pouring 
flour of wheat ihroughout our border. 



XLVm. 

THE MISSIONAEY SHIP. 

MsssBKeBB of God, why tarriest P 
Is thy hold not fuU, that earnest 
Freight which beggars earthly treasure : 
Bosoms bright with holy beauty. 
Hearts strung tight to heavenly duty. 
Spirit unconstrained by measure. 

In GoD*s season thou wast builded, 
Poop and prow His truth hath gilded, 
Laid thy keel, thy lines directed, 
Shap'd thy beams and set thy timber, 
Press'd it hard and made it limber, 
Mast and yard and deck connected. 

m2 
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Fast as bands of lore enable 
Twined is thy right tnistj cable. 
Strong as hope in Chxist thine anciuv. 
In thy clasps of brazen petal. 
In thy joints of steely metal 
There is neither mst nor eanker. 

In the storm thou shalt not shudder, 
Chbist is seated at thy rudder. 
Sways it as His wisdom pleases : 
And the mighty wind that rushing 
Spoke the Pentecostal gushing. 
Fills thy sails with &youring breezes. 

Fear not thou Ind's monsoon veering. 
Nor the icy castles steering 
Proudly from their polar haven. 
Bocks embath'd in story tearful, 
Shores where with a keel all fearful 
Dim Pacific reefs are shaven. 

Go, and search the dim recesses 
Where no beam of truth e'er blesses, 
Nought but midnight hour is ringing, 
Passion's fiery pillars, spouting 
Through wide icy fields of doubting, 
Light more drear than dark are flinging. 
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Chbist's own pilot hands direct thee. 
Haste, ten thousand hearts expect thee, 
Lit with flickering foreknowing. 
God hath stirr'd the smouldering ashes. 
Conscience hoards her hidden flashes 
For thy word to set them glowing. 

Sin's proud arm e'en now He deadens. 
Nature's light e'en now He reddens, 
Ground of honest heart He dresses. 
Go then forth, thou mighty Sower, 
Go with wisdom, go with power, 
Jbsus sendd thee, Jbsus blesses. 

As through chadless seas thou fleest 
Every night strange stars thou seest. 
Each by turns thy voyage guiding. 
Not the Magian's lamp more certain 
When was rais'd the lowly curtain. 
Which the new-bom £ing was hiding. 

Gbravely 'mid the deep's wild wonders 
On the word thy bosom ponders. 
Meaning after meaning prizing, 
In a new and wondrous stature 
Startles thy unwonted nature. 
New designs, new means advising. 
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Minds deform'd to shaggy figure. 
Hearts bound tight with barb'rous rigour. 
Ask thee for infonning teadier. 
Forth then with thy new and olden. 
Growing stores of wisdom golden. 
Forth, go forth, tiioa diosen preacher. 

€^0, and meet the boastful GKant, 
Heart all strong, and mind all pliant : 
Lo ! the shore expects thy landing. 
Souls are for thy trumpet waiting. 
Lists are measured, heralds stating. 
Banners floating, annieB standing. 

Shout, ye isles of wide Atlantic^ 
Shout with joyous tidings frantic. 
Daughters of all-girding Ocean ; 
Shout, ye continents, with gladness. 
Doff, ye wastes, your silent sadnesa. 
Forests, wave in dancing motion. 

He is come by GrOD commission'd. 
Whom unconscious hearts petition'd, 
Bapt in wordless prayer for ages. 
See the sand with harvests glowing. 
Hark, the desert's founts are flowing. 
Storms have hush'd their howling rages. 
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Light hath shin'd. O hearts long weary, 
Count no more nightwatches dreary, 
Life awakes amid your throbbing : 
Bise from death's fast bands, ye sleepers, 
Wipe away yonr tears, ye weepers, 
Chbist has oome. All cease yonr sobbing. 



XLIX. 

THE LOED'S TEUE TEMPLE. 

LoBD ! how lovely is Thy dwelling ! 
Thought's best excellence excelling, 
Though my heart thought nought but holy. 
O how good it is and pleasant 
Tarrying there to find Thee present. 
Smiling on Thy meek and lowly. 

At its gate world's guilt and sorrow, 
Ghief of day and care of morrow, 
Shriyel like a smitten flower, 
As the air of that bless'd region 
Breathes upon the invading legion 
With a blight of withering power. 
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O the bath of blessed coolness, 
O the odour's reeldng fulness 
On the weary traveller breathing. 
As he snufib the gales immortal, 
Bringing at the yery portal 
Sudden balm on earth's hot seething. 

There in Thee, from Satan hiding, 
All Thy children, are abiding. 
Fill Thy courts with faith and duty. 
There too, Thou in them, enlightening 
Inmost cells of hearts, and brightening 
Soul to holiness and beauty. 

From my moaning, from my weeping. 
Take, O take me to Thy keeping. 
In this ciiy of Thy gladness. 
Where Thy walls of love eternal 
Fence far off this world diurnal. 
All its sin, and all its sadness. 

Hearts before Thy glory singing 
Hear in peals of merry ringing 
Earth's far distant toU of trouble. 
As it floats within my hearing, 
From those hapless regions steering, 
I enjoy my gladness double. 
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Peace no song of joy were nttering, 
Heard we not the warsong muttering, 
At an inefEectual distance. 
Calm were but a passive quiet, 
Did not storm's intrusive riot 
Stir it with a Tain resistance. 

Yea, those sounds of mingled clearness 
Tell me of my growing nearness 
To Thy throne, great God of heaven. 
And the varied keys awaken 
Memory of sins forsaken. 
Mid the bliss of sins forgiven. 



TUENING OVER THE BIBLE. 

Whbbb the gleam's quick wand alighteth, 
Into flagzling light it smiteth 
Dark blue stream and dusky tower. 
Quick to momentary snatches 
Heart from eye its matter catches, 
Moulds anew with plastic power. 
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So as I torn o'er these pages, 
Lettered with Chbist's word of ages. 
Texts glance forth with flash of meaDing. 
Clear they shine on facts and reasons, 
Bright they beam on hours and seasons, 
Catch time's relics, grapes of gleaning. 

Keen as once the fiery arrow 
Fixed its point in joint and marrow, 
Kak'd with flame life's inward sources : 
So their threat with flaming puncture 
Pierces heart's and spirit's juncture. 
Into smarting conscience courses. 

Soft as breath of southern breezes, 
When no more the pole star freezes, 
Wakes the flower to look at heaven : 
So their promise cometh blowing. 
Over wintry heart bestowing 
life and spirit, seven times seven. 

Leaves, ye scatter thus at turning 
Sparkles that set heart a burning. 
Flashes that set mind a beaming. 
From between pil'd clouds as glances 
Quick the sxm's bright beam, and dances 
Through the eye to spirit streaming. 
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Doily may the radiance enter, 
light my heart at darkest centre, 
Pierce with life its forms of deadness. 
There may conscience catch its sermon, 
White to shine as snow on Hermon, 
Bleached from sin's accusing redness. 

Love of God, and hope unfailing, 
Peace in Chbist, and faith nnquailing, 
There shall find meet habitation. 
Blessed omen ! Blessed earnest ! 
thou Word, how bright thou bumest 
O'er the portals of salvation. 



LI. 

CHEIST PBE-EXISTENT. 

Shaped with truth's bright shafts and soffits. 
On apostles based, and prophets, 
Chbist, Thy deathless Church Thou laidest. 
Earth's foundations, heaven's pillars. 
Lamps of light and sunny fillers. 
Sprang to being as Thou badest. 

N 



134 CHBIST PBB-BXISTEKT. 

CsDsar's lieges heard and trembled 
At Thy warning voice agsembled, 
Moaned with sighs of sharp repentance. 
Noah's busy mockers jested 
Heavy on their heads as rested 
Thy admonitory sentence. 

Pharisee could spurn Thee giving 
From Thy glory, bright and living, 
Life to death's chilled veins restoring. 
Bapt Isaiah saw Thee glowing, 
All Thy train of glory showing. 
Angels at Thy feet adoring. 

In the solitude's recesses, 

With fair speech and smooth addresses. 

Forty days false Satan tried Thee, 

In the desert's tented stations 

With hard proofs and sore temptations, 

Israel forty years defied Hiee. 

God of glory everlasting, 
Far below Thy footstool casting 
Suns and stars before Thee faded : 
Man of sorrows, Son of meekness. 
In Thy death and grave of weakness 
Down beneath this earth degraded. 



CHRIST PBB-EXISTENT. 135 

Thou art gone on high, resuming 
All Thy glorious vest, illuming 
With one presence earth and heaven. 
Through bright glory, opening wider. 
Mighty Victor, mighty Eider, 
Thou Thy chariot wheels hast driven. 

LosD of glory, strength, and power. 
When our funting hearts work slower. 
Thou canst feel : our flesh Thou knowest. 
With Thy sword of Hving spirit, 
Breastplate of all-righteous merit, 
Champion in our hearts Thou goest. 

LoBD of everlasting gladness, 
Thou canst feel with aU our sadness. 
Thou and agony were fellows. 
Peace which passeth understanding. 
Calms to sleep at Thy commanding 
Every wave of woe that bellows. 

O blest day which shall discover 
To Thy every faithful lover 
God our man's own likeness carrying : 
And, as newHt torches flaring. 
We Thy likeness shall be sharing ; 
Blessed nuptials ! make no tarrying. 
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CHEIST'S ATTEIBUTES. 

Husbandman ! Thj hoe ill brooketh 
Tare Thy toil's just aim that crooketh. 
With Thy precious wheat inwoven. 
And Thy fan, with whirlwind falling, 
Wafts into his final calling 
Wheat to gamer, chaff to oven. 

Fisherman ! the nets have broken. 
Soon as Thou Thy word hast spoken. 
Laden, when all hope was stranded. 
Teach my heart the choice Thou makest ; 
Bad Thou spumest, good Thou takest. 
When Thy wondrous draught is landed. 

Bridegroom I Thou the wise receivest. 

And to outer darkness leayest 

Fools that would not heed Thy beckoning. 

Master ! Thou to honour raisest. 

Thou to depth of shame abasest. 

When Thy servants hear Thy reckoning. 
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Shepherd ! Thou Thy flock shalt sever 
Once for ever, and for ever, 
To Thy right, and left dividing : 
There Thy sheep snow-white assembling. 
Here Thy speckled goats, in trembling 
Unrelenting doom abiding. 

Pilot! Thou 'mid life's rude surges 
To ill chance, as it emerges, 
Double minds in scorn resignest. 
But through tempest, calmed to blandest 
At Thy beck when Thou oommandest, 
Steerer to true hearts ThovL shinest. 

Son of Man ! O thus prepare us. 
And with wholesome terror scare us, 
Thy dread attributes unfolding. 
So, where'er oxir road be parted, 
May we choose as Thy true-hearted. 
Thy directive sign beholding. 
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LHI. 

JOY OF HEAET. 

Habe, my soul, all heaven is ringing. 
Earth responding, ocean singing. 
What a clamonr nniversal ! 
Joy the heart of nature seizes, 
Gives a tongue to streams and breezes. 
Join, O join the glad rehearsal. 

Hearest not, O listless neighbour, 
Hearest not the joyful tabour 
Through the fields of nature beating P 
Nay, I hear no voice of motion. 
Catch no sound from air or ocean, 
Nought my ear or eye is meeting. 

Is it then but echo only, 

With sound's formless image lonely 

My too credulous mind acquainting P 

Is it but a gaudy cover, 

Drawn the face of nature over, 

Inward guilt and sorrow painting P 
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No, it is no mind's delusion. 
With a potent sweet infusion 
GrOD upon all nature sheddeth 
From His cup to ears that listen, 
From His horn to eyes that glisten. 
Thankful as His board He spreadeth. 

Loud they hear whose hearts have measured 
What in them His hand hath treasured. 
They from faithful steward's coflTer 
Send it forth to needy brothers. 
Old and new, and they to others. 
These their joyous concert proffer. 

LoBD, they hear whose hearts upbearing, 

Eudimental lilies leaving, 

See our tree of life all gory. 

Ceased for them is nature's groaning. 

Clouds are veils to brightness, owning 

His returning cloud of glory. 

As the arching rainbow brightly, 
Mid the streets of towns unsightly. 
Spreads a veil of dewy lustre : 
While the vivid colours sally. 
Chimney 'd height and narrow alley 
Lurk behind in dingy cluster : 
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So we see arrayed in beauty, 
Sanked in glittering bands of duty. 
Being round us, bear its voices. 
Brigbt in form and loud in cborus 
Heaven and eartb break fortb before us, 
Toil with smiling front rejoices. 

Blow then, blow thy trumpet, heaven. 
From thy glorious mom and even, 
Wake thy winds in strains symphonious. 
Answer, sea, with mystic dances 
From each wave of tiiine that glances 
With arise and fall harmonious. 

Shout, O earth, from all thy mountains. 
All thy forests, all thy fountains. 
From thy flocks, thy herds, thy nations. 
Beast in lair, and bird on pinion, 
Man in service and dominion. 
Join the song from all your stations. 
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HEAD AND HEART. 

O MiNB head, how fast and featly 
Course thy thoughts, and bear me fleetly 
Up to car of bright Orion. 
Not the dove with quicker pinion 
Clave the sky's outspread dominion. 
Loosed from leaguered heights of Zion. 

Earth I search, see glory's leven 
Flaming down from God in hearen. 
Son of GrOD, man's heart appalling : 
Son of Man, in fleshly raiment 
Making sin's all bloody payment. 
On His heavenly Father callLng. 

Thence in flight of thought implicit. 
Depths of grave and hell I visit. 
Bars I pierce and doors I enter. 
Then in starry wilds I find me, 
Earth and hell left far behind me 
In unfathomable venture. 
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Lo ! heaven opes hig golden portal, 
Giyes to view the bands immortal. 
Belts of suns, in glory glowing 
Hound the throne, with radiant showers 
Of enwreathed gems and flowers 
All the crystal pavement strowing. 

Kow thou mind's impetuous forcer. 
Stay thy speed, be calm, proud courser. 
Not alone the car thou drawest. 
There is one in yoke beside thee. 
Whose reluctant pxdb deride thee. 
While in pride of strength thou pawest. 

duU heart, how slow thou laggest, 
What a weary step thou draggest. 
With thy will unwilling creeping. 
While thy partner tramping proudly 
Through mid heaven, calls thee loudly, 
" Didlard, up, forego thy sleeping.'* 

1 perceive, and would be feeling. 
Testify, and would be sealing. 
Know, and fain would be believing. 
But in vain I drive thee toward. 
Sluggard ! all thy ways are froward. 
All my heaven-laid plans deceiving. 
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Would the Angers form could fright thee, 
"Would the Spibit's sword would smite thee, 
Ass, that wilt not know thy rider. 
Thou canst plead no warning vision. 
Why, when I would spur decision, 
Backward shouldst thou iaread, and wider P 



Give me now at least thy pity. 
Yonder shines salvation's city, 
Clear I see its walls of jasper, 
Hear a cry, " Come reach in season, 
And yet deeper grows thy treason, 
Fainting courser, idle gasper. 
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Head and heart, twin coursers, bearing 
Mind in all his heavenly daring 
Into battle's wide confdsion. 
Into faith's impetuous flashes, 
Into love's long-suffering gashes. 
Into truth's severe contusion. 

Up to duty's bloody centre 

Let my daxmtless chariot enter, 

Death and hell's rank'd forces crushing : 

While the floating of Christ's banner" 

To your chafed necks is fanner, 

And my helm's bright plume is brushing. 
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LV. 

THE CHANGE BY SEST. 

O THAT night of fearM morrow, 

O that minute's work of sorrow. 

If amid the tropic bower 

Frost from his invading quiver 

Down with withering dart should shiver 

Bud and leaf, and fruit and flower. 

One black moment then had ravish'd 
What three hundred suns had lavished. 
High from fiery zenith beaming. 
False were sun in noontide splendours. 
Breeze and shower, soft pretenders i 
Kought were real, all were seeming. 

WoeM change, when best and rarest, 
Deck'd in all that heart deems fairest. 
Shone through tears distort and broken. 
They were true but to unfitness. 
They were dearth's foreboding witness. 
They were death's appalling token. 
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So through all this wide world blooming. 
Shot, with blackening blight consuming. 
One short minute of transgression : 
Through to time's last varied story. 
Through to land's last promontory. 
Through to life's last long possession* 

Parewell now to every blossom 
Op'd from innocency's bosom, 
Farewell peace and love and gladness, 
Thence with ceaseless undulation. 
Forth hath stream'd to all creation 
War and hate, and woe, and madness. 

Ever sounds the loud lamenting, 

Ever wails the sharp repenting, 

Ever creaks the bruis'd heart straining. 

Ever mutters duty faltering. 

Ever lisps excuser paltering. 

Ever moans the sick man plaining* 

Blasted thus each joy for ever, 
Wither'd thus all hope's endeavour, 
Perish'd thus all life's fruition. 
Sun of righteousness, we pray Thee, 
Leave us not, O Cheist, but stay Thee : 
Save, O save ud from perdition. 

o 
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With Thyself, Almighty Changer, 
Laid in Bethlehem's narrow manger. 
First Thy wondrous work Thou wronghtest. 
Down from Glory's radiant flashes, 
Down to suffering dust and ashes, 
Thou Thy soeptred Grodhead broughtest. 

Forth Thou wentest. From Thy presence 

Shot into heart's inmost essence, 

Life awoke her freshening fountains. 

Sights of sin and sorrow over, 

Gleam'd an universal coyer. 

Bright as beams on gloomy mountains. 

Come with all Thy power renewing. 
Come, our arid path bedewing. 
Shed Thy virtue, heavenly Dealer. 
As I speak, Thy feet surrounding 
Life in all her shapes is bounding. 
Welcome, welcome, mighty Healer. 



147 



LVI. 

DISOBEDIENCE. 

SiTN and stars tbrongh paths of heayen 
Sweep their courses fleet and even 
To the hand-breadth of Thine order, 
Seasons roll their year of changes, 
Narrowing their wildest ranges 
Eyer at its stead&st border. 

Waves with swoop of maddest riot 
Break not the white line of quiet 
Mark'd on sea-beaoh by thy finger. 
Winds in pride of fury lusting 
Hear thee, pause and gust adjusting 
Ab to notes the heedful singer* 

Beast, bird^ fish maintain the station 
Mark'd by rule of Thj creation. 
Think, feel, do, a^ Thou hast bidden. 
Where is he with Thee that striveth P 
Can it be, O Lobd, he livethP 
Where can be his mansion hidden P 
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To what den shall he be follow 'd 
Under flint-ribb'd mountains hoUow'd, 
Where no beam of light is painted P 
To what cave, deepset in ocean, 
Where the latest beat of motion 
Long ago to nought has fainted P 

O he liveth and denieth, 

O he liveth and he trieth 

All Thy love with rebel rudeness, 

'Mid Thy quickening sunbeams batten'd. 

By Thy rain and dewdrops fatten'd, 

Sheltered under all Thy goodness. 

Cast in Thine own image only, 
'Mid the van in glory lonely. 
Lord g( earth and all its fulness, 
Man to other Lords hath looked, 
Tum'd Thy ways of stndghtness crooked, 
Pimm'd Thy brightness into dulness. 

Mute how long shall patience wonder. 
Up, LoBD, with Thy bolt of thunder. 
Hurl him down to prison flaming. 
Who shall help his guilt to cover. 
Why does vengeance pass him over. 
Thus at large Thy glory shaming. 
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Sold and bought at cost whose measure 
Empties world on world of treasure, 
Twice a recreant shall I harden 
Heart against Thy form of beauty, 
Neck against Thy yoke of duty, 
Spurn my spirit's patient warden P 

Well were then the wolf my mother. 
Well the tiger then my brother, 
Well the dragon then my keeper. 
Well were then my habitation 
Dug beneath earth's last foundation, 
Than the roots of darkness deeper. 



Lvn. 

THE CHBISTIAN A 8HEPHEED. 

Whebb are all My sheep, O Shepherd P 
With the lion, wii^ the leopard. 
With the dragon, with the adder, 
I have done. If they go erring. 
Other guide than me preferring, 
Let them go where they are gladder. 
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Where are all My sheep, O Shepherd P 
Where they choose their life to jeopard. 
All my patient counsel scorning : 
Scattered over hill and mountain. 
Where is neither herb nor fountain. 
Hungry, thirsty, night and morning. 

But when to thy hands I gave them. 
Was it not to feed and save them, 
Bring them back when they were straying? 
Hireling faithless and unfeeling ! 
Where wert thou should I be dealing 
Like thee, as thou say est be saying P 

Anger'd Master, I do fear Thee, 
While in inmost heart I hear Thee, 
Thus Thy shepherd's sloth rebuking. 
Woe is me that left to languish. 
Left without one look of anguish. 
Those who to my staff were looking. 

Sad I think how these words spoken. 
This example's rousing token, 
Utter'd in Thy precious season. 
May have fed a hungry neighbour, 
May have lighten'd sin's hard labour, 
Quash'd an iinbelieyer's treason. 
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These, beyond my reach still living, 
Those, but in lone mind surviving. 
Day and night provoke my sorrow : 
While the rest are round me, sending 
Prayers for helping, cries for mending. 
Yesterday, to-day, to-morrow. 

Holy Master, Thou desirest 
Perfect order, Thou inquirest 
Into action's furthest father. 
Stay, O stay Thy strict rehearsing. 
Yea, my hand hath been dispersing 
What Thou gavest me to gather. 

Passions wash'd in Thine own whiteness, 
Thoughts iQum'd with Thine own brightness, 
LoBD, Thou gavest me to cherish. 
Fear, Thou saidst, this charge to squander. 
Leave not thou My sheep to wander. 
Woe to thee, if one shall perish. 

Earth and sky, where are my firstlings. 
Sea and land, where are my nurslings. 
Where *mid your wide regions roving P 
East and West, withhold your witness, 
North and South, hide mine unfitness. 
Cease ye all, O cease reproving. . 
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Soul, renotmce thy vain distraction, 
Heart, awake to liying action, 
Instinct with the graces seven, 
Foster'd into heavenly vigour. 
Moulded into heavenly figure, 
Beaming with the light of heaven. 



LVIII. 
EXCUSES. 



Hs that reach*d through stage and story. 
On Moriah's mount of glory. 
Pinnacles heart's eye appalling. 
Saw beneath Him roofs expanding. 
Landing gaping after landing, 
Beady to receive His falling. 

Depth still lower depth disclosing, 
Frighted sight its senses losing 
Down in £edron's misty torrent. 
" Cast Thee down upon us," mountain 
Forest, roof, defile and fountain 
Cried imto His soul abhorrent. 
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Then a curtain, light as broided 
By the gossamer, had voided 
Head and heart of giddy error. 
Thinnest film by silkworm moulded 
Strong as buckler sevenfolded 
Tum'd those dazzling shafts of terror. 

Thus hath Satan's malice woven. 
Daily made, and daily proven, 
PHmsy webs of fair excuses. 
Sin's appalling depths overspreading, 
And our feet go firmly treading 
Where unhoodwiuk'd eye refuses. 

Cloaks, which one slight push would sever^ 
Cover j&x>m our eyes for ever 
Scenes whose giddy depths would madden, 
Where hell's open-mouth'd abysses 
Wait the foot one step that misses. 
Their security can gladden. 

LoBD of lamps and spirits seven, 
Who didst rush in might from heaven^ 
Heard on Pentecostal morning. 
Soar with Thy prophetic thunder. 
Burst this blinding veLL asunder. 
Tear it with truth's fury scorning. 



154 BXCUSBS. 

Never leave me to dissemble. 
Where needs trembling bid me tremble, 
Pray as I should aye be praying : 
Face to face in naked nearness 
With an eye of fast-fix'd clearness 
Sin's expanded pit surveying. 

So shall I ne'er shrink from proving 
Whither this fond heart is moving, 
All its secret ways from knowing : 
So serene without amazement 
Downward look upon the basement 
Where Thy judgments deep are glowing. 

Thence with eye unblasted higher 
I shall mount and find Thee nigher, 
Gazing with still clearer glances. 
, Shall I fear when Thou supportest P 
Then the steepest is the shortest. 
Best of tokens are mischances. 
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LIX. 

TEMPTATION. 

Pabadise ! our stray flock's firstUng 
Grew and smil'd, thy garden's nursling, 
O fond haunt of our temptation, 
O delicious spot of error. 
All thy gladness is our terror, 
All thy bloom our desolation. 

But earth's wilderness is blooming, 
Thistles brighter hue assuming 
As our spirits gaze and listen. 
Bocks of hindrance, sands of sadness, 
Turn to pools, where plumed with gladness 
Heaven's reflected palmtrees glisten. 

There to Satan's mighty queller 
Grew its disciplin'd indweller. 
Waiting for the trumpet's calling. 
Thrice the lists that giant enter'd, 
Thrice o'erthrown he thrice adrentur'd, 
Bising to more hideous falling. 
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On this spot of Thy denial, 

Nurs'd by Spirit for the trial, 

Ghrown to strength, and fight demanding, 

Mighty Conqueror, uphold me. 

In Thine arms of light enfold me. 

Fix Thou firm as rock my standing. 

Let no victory momentary 
Tempt me into look unwary. 
Footing baseless, ward unclever. 
Conqueror to-day, to-morrow 
I may meet him to my sorrow. 
And the third day fall for ever. 

Glorious Eling, red-rob'd from Edom^ 
Bringing power, bringing freedom. 
Mighty Captain, Lobd of battle, 
Set my armed limbs in motion, 
Clanking to Thy work's devotion, 
Mocking not with idle rattle. 

Save me from the galling fetter 
Of the world, the flesh, the letter : 
Save me. Lord, as Thine eye*s apple* 
Still, as they would bind me faster, 
Let me twice their might overmaster. 
Crush them in more deadly grapple. 
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Burst all worldly charms that tie me, 
Shatter all the doubts that try me, 
Pride dethrone, vainglory shiver. 
From Thy just abomination, 
Selfs o'erweening adoration, 
LoBD, most gracious Lobd, deliver. 



LX. 

BECALL OF THE PAST. 

Onwabd from Thy Word forthleaping, 
Onward his direction keeping. 
Moves Heaven's host in bright procession. 
LoBD, they cannot swerve or tarry. 
From Thy hand their courses carry 
Irresistible impression. 

Marching on in destined fitness, 
Earth repeats the heavenly witness 
With irrevocable season : 
And Thy children xmdeluded 
See Thy guiding arm extruded 
Through each changing sky of reason. 

p 
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YaiDly man with wisest notion 
Would recall one step of motion, 
Hold down one event emerging : 
Vainly with devis'd distraction 
Turn aside one ball of action 
When Thy judgment's hand is urging. 

As our heart hath sent them truly 
So our deeds must follow duly. 
Colour, shape and course maintaining. 
Who shall hush the word once spoken. 
Who shall change the deed's first token. 
Good recalling, ill refraining P 

Shot from hearts unduteous listless, 
To their goal in course resistless 
Surely step on step they fasten, 
On before our eyes all tearful. 
On before our hearts all fearfol ; 
All our cries their speed but hastoa. 

" Stay ye, stay ye !" No entreating 
Stays their wheels so smoothly fleeting, 
Leaving sound no time to tinkle. 
" Stay ye, in the Name of Jbsus : 
Stay ye, from our fears release us," 
Ha ! their spokes have ceas'd to twinkle. 
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Ha ! this way they now are racing, 
All their former track retracing, 
Up to the deplor'd beginning, 
Christ, my heart is now revitdng. 
I am living, I am living. 
Let me not again be sinning* 

Blessing to the arm Almighty 
That could stay the vigour flighty 
Of the wheels to judgment pressing. 
Glory to the Blood whose merit 
Tum'd the courses which inherit 
Death and judgment, praise and blessing. 



LXI. 
STOEM AND CALM OF SPIEIT. 

Sbas of trouble roar around us. 
Winds of wanton change confound us, 
Oars of fruitless labour weary us. 
To our hearts amaz'd and craven 
Ope your hospitable haven. 
Ope, Capernaum, ope, Tiberias. 
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Oyer heaS guilt's waves are breaking, 
Under foot sonl's planks are qnakLng, 
Seams of oonscienoe start asunder. 
Memory of past offenoes 
Takes away our, very senses, 
Quells all thought with stupid wonder. 

Winds and floods of woe are risen, 
Down with hope's presumptuous misen. 
Loose the rudder of discretion. 
Shoals of folly, gulfs of madness. 
This is now your hour of gladness, 
Now your maw shall find repletion, 

O thou selTs insane deceiver, 

thou Chbist's infirm believer. 
Is My word but wind and water P 
I, whose mouth is oar and rudder, 

1 am with thee, cease to shudder. 

Mine thou art. Who then shall slaaghter P 

Ha ! we hear Thy words, blest Savioub, 
Beoognise Thy calm behaviour, 
As Thou speakest from Thy piUow. 
Verily, Thou art not sleeping : 
Helm and compass Thou art keeping, 
Boar then, roar, thou angry billow. 
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'Roar. But lo ! at once tliine hammer 
Fails to knock with threatening damonr 
At my bosom's trembling portal. 
Fled is all the stormy darkness, 
Clear in bright cerulean starkness 
Shine above ns skies immortal. 

Now, Capernaum, thy dwelling 
O'er the smoothen'd waters swelling 
To our longing eyes thou tumest. 
Joy of sure salvation sprinkles 
O'er the deep ten thousand wrinkles, 
Smiling each with Spirit's earnest. 

LoBD, our troubles now are ended. 
On Thy shore we are descended, 
Down at meal with Thee are seated, 
Tranquilly Thy day awaiting. 
Be it hastening, or belating. 
When our rest shall be completed. 
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LXIL 

THE BODY'S TEMPLE. 

O INTINCIBLB compeller 
In the breast where Thou art dweller. 
Holt Sfibit, Lobd enlightening : 
FiU this body with pure essence. 
Temple of Thy glorious presence. 
Daily growing, daily brightening. 

Temper Thou this spirit, cooling 
Passion, ere it strive for ruling. 
While from nature's caldron seething. 
Sweeten every gale that sallies 
Through thought's labyrinthine alleys. 
With Thy perfnm'd incense breathing. 

Fast against the day's offences 
Shut the portal of my senses, 
Setting watch at every station. 
Help my weakness when I falter. 
Offering on heart's high altar 
Struggling will's long-due oblation. 
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Thus let all within bear witness 
To Thy habitation's fitness, 
To Thy Temple's pure condition^ 
Be the font of sins remitted 
Unto souls by Jbsu pitied, 
Imag'd m my deep contrition. 

Be the pulpit of Thy teaching 
To my spirit daily preaching, 
Seeds of life immortal sowing. 
While my heart's secreted table 
Set by faith, adom'd and stable, 
Chbist in flesh and blood is showings 

Thence in order long bid issue. 
Bound in action's varied tissue. 
Outer token of the inner. 
Services to each dear brother. 
Hailing still in him another 
Fellow-saint and fellow-sinner. 

Bless this increase, which augmenteth 
Day by day, as heart relenteth 
From its shapeless stony nature 
Into heavenly plan and moulding. 
Storied height and wings unfolding 
Duly in harmonious stature. 
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There let faith her portal famish, 
Joy her front of golden burnish, 
Hope her spire of bright adventure, 
Knowledge her wide windows, fretting 
From the sun that knows no setting. 
Love his harmonising centre. 

As the Spirit's springs awaken 
Hands in fond salute are shaken. 
Heads are press'd in fervent blessing : 
Alms are dealt with secret pressure. 
Heart is opening hidden treasure. 
Hungry feeding, naked dressing. 

Lord, may thus my part immortal. 
Set at inner life's last portal. 
Empty on this world external, 
Pour'd from all its well-stor'd niches. 
All its treasures, all its riches. 
Lasting cheer to gloom diumaL 

Holt Spibit I Now heart's station 
Opens to Thy inspiration. 
Words come prompt, my lips I sever. 
Glory from all spirits living, 
Glory, blessing, and thanksgiving. 
Glory be to Thee for ever. 
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Lxin. 

DISPOSSESSION*. 

What are these so wildly jostling^ 
Wliat this sound of pinions rustling, 
Screams of angry terror yelling ? 
Sin's foul night-birds, Lord, are starting 
At Thy lantern, and departing 
From Thy desecrated dwelling.. 

Where was cry of painful shriUness, 
O how sweet is now the stillness. 
For its very sound the sweeter. 
There Thy dove-like Spirit flutters. 
And in love's low murmur uttera 
All Thy mercies, sofb repeater. 

Clad in my right mind and sitting. 
Thy all-gracious care befitting, 
Thus I thank Thee, Lord and Saviour, 
Thou hast tam'd the demon's madness. 
Thou hast filled my heart with gladness, 
Press'd anew my soul's behaviour. 
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Heart is lost in wonder, prizing 
Mercies, like bright stars arising 
From Thy depth of lovingkindness : 
Laughs with joy, then cries with sobbing. 
For this sight that sets it throbbing 
Is but a diminish'd blindness. 

« 

Who shall tell Thy love's fall story P 

From shame's cross to throne of glory 

Who shall count the growing treasure P 

From Gethsemane*s lone alley. 

On to Paradise's valley 

Wlio its long long way shall measure P 

Thus in thankM meditation 
Up from station into station 
Through the staircase of Thy mercies. 
Let me raise me daily duly. 
While my song, attun'^l more truly 
Thy more valued deeds rehearses. 
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LXIV. 

FITNESS FOE HEAVEN. 

Dbjlbsst child, thy hood of tresses, 
Cheeks, which bursting rosebud dresses, 
Eyes, from heart's pure sunshine burning. 
Limbs, strung straight to beauty's fitness, 
These I joy in thee' to witness. 
Though to me all past returning. 

But within is faith unfeigned, 
Purity as snow unstained. 
Thou art an unwearied lover. 
Meek thou art as hunb at shearing, 
Mild thou art as fruit in searing, 
I admire, and can recover. 

Here at least I can be like thee. 

On my soften'd spirit strike thee. 

All thy sharp impression taking. 

Body dieth, thence re-dateth : ^ 

Soul hath died, and here awaiteth 

The loud trump of her re-making. 
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She shall rise to-day, to-morrow, 
As due time and place may borrow 
From Almighty Will's deep fountain. 
She shall once again shine beauteous, 
Loving, faithful, thankful, duteous, 
Set on God's eternal mountain. 



LXY. 
FOLLOW ME. 



*• Follow Me," O Lobb, Thou sayest, 
" Cleave to Me, poor sheep that strayest. 
Press with heedful step My traces." 
Pleasant is the way, and brightly 
Shine Thy traces daily, nightly, 
Clearer for our longer races. 

Sweet it is Thy step to follow. 
Through Thy lowly life's deep hollow. 
Tread in its embedded vestige ; 
"V^J^hile a tingle of surmises 
Up from sole to crown arises 
With no illusory prestige. 
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Woe with Thee is glory's token ; 
Bosom riyen, heart-strings broken 
Are with Thee but joy's beginning. 
Harsh it is, when harp is tuning, 
Bough it is, when wing is pruning, 
Loss is prelude unto winning. 

" Follow Me." What, o'er this gaping 
Darksome gulf P What, no escaping? 
Spare me, Lobb, this once, O spare me. 
Yet up to the brink are glowing 
Thy dear footprints, and then showing 
On the further margin dare me. 

Thanks ! the trial's leap is oyer. 
How I pa6t as I discoyer 
What a chasm has been bestridden. 
But Thine eye of loye suryey *d me. 
But Thine arm of power stayed me, 
But Thy word of truth had bidden. 

Kow on giddy heights of station 
In the track of Thy temptation 
Let me hear Thy friendly chiding : 
Nor from their thrice-tower'd story 
Coyet earth's expanded glory : 
Eye bedazzled, footstep sliding. 
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In Thy hollow footprints falling 
Blood and sweat assure my calling, 
Blessed pools to heaven's face gleaming. 
O my soul is warm and willing 
Others onward to be filling 
Long as light of day be beaming. 

Such is but our daily story 

As we trayel on to ^ory. 

Woe unto the foot that shrinketh. 

Shame unto the mind that doubteth. 

Blessing to the soul that shouteth 

Bolder as the footstep sinketh. 



LXVI. 

DAILY WALK. 

LoBD, where'er my foot be treading, 
Bid my heart my grave be spreading. 
Starting-place and goal together. 
So no pitfall shall receive it, 
So no stumblingblock deceive it. 
Ere it quit this region nether. 
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For while we long days are summing, 
Strown at ease, Thine hour is coming 
Unto dead and unto living : 
When fierce sudden pangs shall sunder 
Hearts on earth, above and under, 
Sh^e with terror and misgiving. 

King enthron'd in court 'mid glory. 
King begirt with statesmen hoary, 
Sapt in wily dreams of future, 
Captains heard o'er all the rattle. 
Closing the torn ranks of battle 
With fresh bond of iron suture. 

Bride her nuptial promise plighting. 
Judge his solemn doom reciting, 
Merchant his rich gamers storing. 
Pilot at his rudder steering, 
Seaper his ripe harvest shearing. 
Student in his closet poring : 

All shall start in terror frantic 
At Thy trumpet's voice gigantic. 
Flee to shades and depths absconding ; 
While from high in fiery showers 
Heaven with all his starry powers 
Falls, to earth's last crash responding. 
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Then with piercing shriek of terror 
All the fiends of rebel error 
Shall forego their ancient shelter. 
When our body chang'd for ever 
Shall no more their mansion sever 
From the lake where fire-waves welter. 

O LoBD God of my salvation 
Keep me with Thy preparation 
'Mid life's daily fnmace seething. 
Looking down on earth for rending,^ 
Up to heaven for descending. 
With each breath that I am breathing. 



Lxvn. 

THE SOUL COMFOETED. 

Why, fond spirit, this disquiet P 

Why dost proudly love to riot 

In prerogative of sadness P 

Thou, while million hearts are bleedings 

Million tongues for mercy pleading. 

Art thou singly robbed of gladness P 
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• 

Are the widow's tears less salty, 
Are the orphan's sobs more faulty, 
Than thy wailbgs, wayward darling : 
Mid the joy around diffused 
Hast not caught a note unused, 
Mimicked woe with tongue of starling F 

Earth with her creation groaning. 

With her sable spectres moaning . 

In a ring of woe around thee, 

Wouldst thou sit alone and cheerful, 

Heart unbroken, eyes untearM P 

O what sharper shafts shoxdd wound thee P 

What if sorrows upon sorrows 
Yesterdays, and days, and morrows. 
Overcast with gloom unbroken? 
£>ead aright the glad presages ; 
Into glory's eoimtless ages. 
Follow Christ's contrasted token. 

For what joy can be more bitter. 
What rude revel make us fitter 
For eternal house of terror. 
If our heart, this world's mad lover. 
Shout aloud, exulting over 
Deeds of sin, and thoughts of error P 
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Is it not most sweet to mingle 
With the heart, by loye brought single 
To thy heart, word, thought, affection : 
Feel them drive a fastening rivet 
Into the dear bond, and give it 
Indisruptible connection P 

Thou such harmony art keeping 
With Gethsemane's low weeping. 
Such with Calvary's loud testation. 
Whom woe joined did joy e'er sever P 
Patience I thou art Christ's for ever. 
Sorrow sings to thee salvation.. 

Ha ! thou now hast changed thy numbers, 
Soused thy harpstring firom its slumbers. 
How it quivers in thy fingers ! 
Thou no more art the forsaken. 
Hark I thy tuneful ihanks awaken 
Sound thee bands of heavenly singers. 

All has shaken off its dulness. 
Sing, O heavens, firom all your fulness. 
From your founts of life exclaiming.. 
Sing, O earth, through all thy regions, 
Wheresoe'er Christ's joyous legions 
Their triumphant Lobb are naming. 
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Lxvni. 

LOVE'S BIRTHPLACE. 

Whence wast thou, O love, begotten? 
Not from fieiy venom shotten, 
With barbed arrow of lust's glances. 
Nor from hot affection steaming 
Into soul from faces beaming, 
Shapely forms, voluptuous dances. 

Nor wast bom amidst the lashing 
Of heart's tempest, and the dashing 
Of wild hope on law's sea-border, 
When like smews o'er weeds ejected, 
Pride and lust o'er sin perfected, 
Screamed amid the loved disorder. 

But from the Eternal Presence 
Of the Twain in one bright Essence, 
Firstborn Son, Almighty Fathbe, 
Thou didst issue, heaven to kindle. 
And all hearts in one long spindle 
Of enduring threads to gather. 
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Yet wkat bounds shall know thy keeping? 
Heaven's bright walls for earth o'erleaping, 
Into sonl*8 qnick marrow darting. 
Here thon bnrstest into being. 
Image of the Sire all-seeing. 
From the Son incarnate starting. 

There was deepest silence round thee 
When earth's weary pilgrims found thee. 
Baby under humble rafter. 
There was heart in joyous lightness. 
There was conscience in all whiteness. 
Mirth of heaven and holy laughter. 

Thou wast cradled where is softest 

Frail heart's bed, and glimmer ofbest 

Orient beams of heaven's sweet morning : 

Where rare music over-singeth 

All the raving rout that ringeth 

From earth's pride, and hate, and scorning. 

Thy immortal seeds within thee 

Ever firesher triumphs win thee, 

Quell each sublunary rival. 

Deep with truth's quick sunbeams reaching. 

And each stain of conscience bleaching. 

Never needest thou revival. 
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O o'er what a train thou glowest, 
What a blessed brood thou showest, 
Sons and daughters, fair of fairest. 
While in Chbist, in glory peering, 
Mid heayen's gathered household cheering. 
Thou His mansion's rooms preparest. 

So thy power resistless speedeth, 
So thy glorious work proceedeth. 
Who the golden bonds shall sever P 
For the Fatheb of all blisses 
To eternity's abysses 
Thee and thine assumes for ever. 



LXIX. 

OUR DUST. 

Spobt of every wind of heaven. 
Hither thither ever driven, 
Never one consistent presence, 
Now on earth in drifb-heaps standing. 
Now to heaven in clouds expanding. 
Flits, vain man, thy body's essence. 
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Dust thou art, dnst all thou prizest. 
Dust day's hope to which thou risest, 
Dust thy life's whole gain, fond grasper. 
All that thou in mart wouldst chaffer. 
Dust thy diamond and sapphire, 
Dust thy sardonyx and jasper. 

Dust thy cities proudly towering. 
Dust thy gardens gaily flowering. 
Dust thy world through every story : 
Dust thy sun in heaven that blazes. 
Dust thy moon in all her phases. 
Dust thy stars in all their glory. 

Dust which thy poor hand may scatter, 
Dust is every speck of matter. 
Earth constructing, heaven adorning. 
Dust thy little finger's paring, 
Dust the golden radiance flaring 
In the forehead of the morning. 

Dust the Angel's rainbow'd pinions, 
Skimming glory's wide dominions : 
He is but a brighter vessel 
Shapelier form for service higher, 
Eicher drest for presence nigher, 
CostUer board on brighter trestle. 
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Eonk'd by figure, not by matter 

Stands the Almighty Maker's phttter, 

So to deathless glory married 

Bright through heaven's threefold regions. 

Bright to eyes of gazing legions, 

High in Chbist our dust was carried. 

Sun, in His bright kingdom shining, 
He prepares the day of joining 
All His heaven-bom host hereafter, 
When their spheres fulfilled with duty, 
Wide shall shine with perfect beauty, 
Loud shall sing with holy laughter. 



LXX. 

THE LAW AND THE GOSPEL. 

Wakb, O people, wake and wonder, 
Sinai roars with deafening thunder, 
Mountains quake, hills start asunder, 
Hear a voice 'mid trumpets crying, 
" Curs'd the hand that underdoeth, 
Curs'd the foot that ov6rgoeth, 
Curs'd the heart one sin that knoweth, 
Curs'd the thought one wrong implying. 
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Thus to law's demands enlightened, 
Thns with penal sentence frightened, 
Thns with galling bondage tightened. 
Whither will ye flee, O whither P 
Still as the deep sound extendeth. 
From a different spot it tendeth, 
In a different key it endeth, 
O sweet music I haste ye hither. 



Harps are now from Sion ringing, 
Now ten thousand saints are singing. 
News of peace and pardon bringing. 
Wearied spirits, rise and listen. 
Come, ye souls of conscience fearful. 
Come, ye souls in trouble tearful. 
Come with heavenly courage cheerful. 
See the joys o'er head that glisten. 



Fill'd the law's defective measure, 
Stor'd thy heart with Spirit's treasure, 
Sais'd to the right hand of pleasure. 
Built on Chbist for endless ages. 
While thy opening mind believeth, 
While thy hand in trust receiveth. 
While thy heart to promise cleaveth. 
Walk on growing glory's stages. 
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Heayen his portals is expanding, 
There the Son of Man is standing, 
Heaven and earth and hell eonunanding 
Girt with ring of countless legions. 
They bright crowns and robes are showing 
Whiten*d in His blood and glowing. 
While their tide of song is flowing 
Wide through life's eternal regions. 



LXXI. 

MEEKNESS OF SPIEIT. 

Blbssbd Spibit that preparest 
From Thy unction's vial rarest 
For the kingdom everduring, 
Nature with new beauty gracing. 
Guilt's imprinted soil effacing. 
Sin's hearteating cancer curing. 

With Thy quickening sunbeams reach me. 
With Thy holy lessons teach me, 
Change me. Thou Almighty changer. 
Like the flame from altar's embers. 
Pierce my heart, my reins, my members, 
Never more to be a stranger. 

B 
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Where Thy virtue Thou suppliest, 
There the lowest is the highest, 
There the servant is the master. 
And Thy new-bom child is wiser 
Than the world's grey-hair'd adviser. 
Sees scenes brighter, regions vaster. 

Eoyalty in shame Thou shroudest, 
Heed of scorn is sceptre proudest, 
Kobe of mockery is glorious. 
Thorns are crowns of jewell'd whiteness, 
And the Cross a throne of brightness. 
Grave's deep cry a shout victorious. 

So uphold my fix'd endeavour. 
Let me live Thy child for ever. 
Child to sin, but man to duty : 
Down to dust all proud looks vailing, 
Up to heaven with clear eye scaling, 
Wondering at Thy heavenly beauty. 

Led by Thee, O Spirit Holy, 

It is pleasant to be lowly. 

Calm to lie in that green valley. 

Where, unseen from world's proud mountains) 

Sweet with love of Christ, full fountains 

From His rock of freshness sally. 
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LoBD, there is a winsome sweetness, 
LoBD, there is a gladsome meetness, 
When thus soul hath found her station, 
And no further fall can try her, 
But each flutter lifts her higher, 
On Thy pinions of salvation. 

Thus renewed to nature's centre 
That blest kingdom may I enter. 
There where service shall be lording. 
There where cities ruled in meekness. 
Shall not blame the ruler's weakness. 
Love with faithfulness according. 



Lxxn. 

CONSCIOUSNESS OF DUTY. 

LoBD, my heart hath stor'd a treasure, 
Vows in vain would tell its measure, 
Loud it clamours for bestowing, 
Chbist, accept the gift it offers, 
Angels, open wide your coffers, 
Take the stream as it is flowing. 
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High, O child, thy promise soareth. 
Scant the stream that from thee poureth. 
Shallow sinks our soimding plummet. 
From the tmmoisten'd brim outstretching 
Hand and arm, we fail in reaching 
Growing heap ot rising summit. 

Blest ye, to whom day nor morrow» 
Brings shortcoming's guilty sorrow, 
"Nor unfaithfalness hot blushes : 
But your might, its measure filling. 
Bends all labour to your willing. 
As the west wind bends the rushes : 

Angels, your rebuke hath lower'd 
Friendly all my crest that tower'd : 
Prone in dust I wallow quailing. 
Let man gibe, unkind as clever, 
Kow I feel more full than ever. 
Thus my heart returns his railing. 

Thou that in my woe dost mock me, 
Could that hard keen glance unlock me, 
Hadst a different welcome bidden. 
Wither'd grass and stains unsightly 
Point to eyes, exploring rightly 
Where the precious mine is hidden« 
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Tears, which thou dost blame for blinding, 
Are but runnels, issue finding 
From the inner temple's pavement. 
Where Chbist's ministers are keeping 
Duty's turns and daily sweeping 
With its sanctifying lavement. 

Forth they gush with virtue tingling 
In a flood, fallen relics mingling 
From the altar's cleansed table, 
From heart's sacrifices gory, 
From prayer's clouds of incense hoary, 
From sham'd sorrow's ashes sable. 

And derided fits of groaning 
They too are but the intoning 
From my long-drawn sanctuary : 
While high roof and low foundation 
Quiver with reverberation 
As the choir their cadence vary. 

For all strains have here their season. 
To Hosanna from Eleeson 
Soaring in due scale of numbers. 
Wait awhile, and thou shalt wonder 
At the weight of song which under 
All this plaintive languor slumbers. 
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Come, then, join me in my sorrow, 
Then of Chbist our hearts shall borrow 
Ministerial robes of beauty, 
Flesh its hand of dole supplying* 
Soul its secret lust denying. 
Spirit pondering plans of duty. 

Love, in task of duty straining. 
Soars to Chsist, from glory raining 
On that field where we must gather. 
Squalid forms that need our presence 
Show us angels with bright essence 
Girding their all-loving Father. 

To the further from the nigher. 
From the lower to the higher. 
From the centre to the border, 
So doth duty's sphere overflowing 
Onward push our goal of going. 
Put our heayenly march in order. 
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Lxxni. 

EVENING. 

Down within his western chamber, 
Set with rabies and with amber. 
Now the siin his rest is taking. 
Done his thankless life of dealing 
Kindness to a world unfeeling, 
With the rich his grave is making. 

Yet he leaves us not to anguish. 
Yet some rays of comfort languish : 
In the firmament his glory. 
Sapphire seas, and mountains golden. 
By our wondering eyes beholden. 
Carry on his wondrous story. 
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He will shortly be returning. 
In his bounty's glory burning. 
With his searching eye inspecting 
What we did with yester's measure, 
If we minister'd his treasure 
In proportion meet directing. 

Be our minds thus ever nimble 
To discern in this Thy symbol. 
Sun of Righteousness, Lobd Jesus, 
Thy departure. Thy reposal, 
Thy return, and Thy disposal. 
When Thy awful day shall seize us. 

Now on groan of daily labour. 
Comes home's hymn, as merry tabour, 
Strains of rest to thee outpouring ; 
Oh ! Thy yoke hath nought of tightness. 
Oh ! Thy burden is all lightness, 
Hearts all open, souls all soaring. 

What Thy beams to-day have ripen'd 
Further with the gracious stipend 
Of to-morrow's fostering splendour : 
That our hearts, beneath Thy teaching 
Glory after glory reaching. 
May with joy our spirits render. 



\ 
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All that shrouds Thy truth's full meaning, 

Error's shadows intervening, 

Doubts Thy heavenly fervour chilling, 

Scatter, Lobd. Thy light when setting. 

Is but brighter rise begetting. 

All its shortening but fulfilling. 

Smitten from Thy hidden presence, 
Clouds from sun, with hues of pleasance. 
Blackest threats stand out enlightened : 
Promise takes its glowing station. 
Judgment glitters with salvation. 
Death and hell to hope are brightened. 

O thou veritable earnest ! 

In departing thou retumest, 

Sound thy destined circle arching. 

So with patience bid us tarry 

Till Thou come again to marry. 

Bridegroom, from Thy chamber marching. 
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LXXIV. 

THE DAY PAH) IN. 

Yet one look, the last of many ! 
Soul, it is thy time, if any, 
One look more of sharp inspection. 
Ere, O parting day, I leave thee 
Whence I can no more receive thee. 
Pass thee on thy last direction. 

Into whether hoiise of treasure, 
Store of favour or displeasure, 
Do I cast thee P Thou respondest, 
" Look thou well to-day, to-morrow 
Thou may'st find its hope thy sorrow, 
Dimm'd thy brightest, reft thy fondest. 

Here an image is imprmted. 

Here a superscription dinted. 

Whose are they P Keen eye, discover. 

Is the head with glory raying. 

Are the circling letters saying, 

" Jesus, man's redeeming Lover P" 
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Stand they clear in sharp precision F 
Beams that figure to thy vision 
Heavenly stamp's imprinted creature P 
Hath not here a will unready. 
Hath not there a hand unsteady 

Eaz*d a word, or marr'd a feature P 

• 

Or by double Lord commanded, 
Doubleminded, doublehanded, 
Stamps hast thou imprinted double : 
Crowned that head with starry cluster 
Fashion'd from this world's false lustre, 
Join'd Ghbi8t*s glory to a bubble P 

Blinded with this world's delusion 
Hast thou wrinkled with confusion 
Thy great highpriest's order'd raiment ; 
Glows not other name stamp'd over 
Name of " Chbi^t redeeming Lover," 
Claiming other sovereign's payment? 

What if in defiance bitter 
That great Eebel's head should glitter, 
Boldly on this shekel bumish'd : 
And with his vile hire bespoken 
Thy false hand should pass the token 
With his hateful legend furnish'd. 
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O the very thought bripgs sadness, 
O the very sense is madness. 
LoBD, accept me as I offer. 
Humbly thanking, cheerly singing. 
Thus my daily tribute bringing 
Into Thy celestial coffer. 

So when Thou Thy wages payest. 
When Thy cities Thou arrayest 
Under rulers faithful proven. 
May Thy smiling approbation 
Set for me a kingly station. 
Throne and crown with glory woven. 



LXXV, 

EESIQNATION. 

Opbn, Earth, thy pit, and swallow 
All that worldly bosoms hallow, 
Take my Teraphim, and shut thee. 
Emptied now is heart's last chamber : 
Gold and frankincense and amber 
Take, O greedy gulf, and glut thee. 
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Welcome, freely to all treasure 
By whose heap I thought to measure 
Soul's enjoyment, body's blessing. 
Let thy cankering tooth consimie them, 
Winds disperse them, dust entomb them, 
Deep beyond all repossessing. 

Without one reluctant fingering, 
Without one last look of lingering 
Down I lay them, down for ever. 
Now my heavy heart is lighter, 
Now God's sun in heaven shines brighter, 
Cheers my perfected endeavour. 

Ah ! despite of all mine heeding 
Tears are oozing, hurt is bleeding, 
Deep I blush with shame's vexation. 
Bind me, Losd, imto my crosses. 
Bid me seek in depth of losses 
Thy enriching compensation. 

Say, " Behold, op'd heaven imcovers 
Novel store of love and lovers. 
Count them against all thou lentest. 
Take their numbers, mete their sizes. 
Hundredfold for all the prizes 
Which for Jbsus thou forewentest. 

s 
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"Lo, they call, they smile, they beckon ; 
In that crowd, if thou canst reckon. 
Count thy brothers, child of ages, 
Every one a king, whose raiment 
Earth had beggar'd for its payment, 
Spoil'd the golden sun for wages. 

" Every one a priest, whose mitre 
Than ^e rainbow's gems is brighter, 
Starr'd with righteousness all glorious : 
Every one a prophet, preaching 
Things that lie beyond time's reaching. 
Singing songs of truth yictorious. 

" For thy gods accurst, forbidden. 
Deep in earth which thou hast hidden, 
Belial, mammon, host infernal. 
See thy soul's Kedeemer standing. 
Heaven and earth and hell conmianding, 
From His judgment-seat etemaL'* 
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LXXVI. 
PEEPAEATION. 

Isaiah lyii. 14. 



« 



Cast ye np," the "Watcliman spieth, 
Cast ye up," the Porter crieth : 

Lo, far off His coining shineth. 

From the banner waving prouder, 

From the trumpet waxing louder, 

Eye foreseeth, ear divineth. 

Harbingers of glory deathless 
Bring his summons hot and breathless, 
!Bing with loud alarm our station. 
Wake ye, wake ye, cries your Master, 
Work ye, work ye, longer, faster, 
Quicken aU your preparation. 

Have I given you years and ages. 
Suns and moons in brightening stages. 
Plan and mattock P yet ye linger ! 
Idlers, should My work have tarried. 
When its burden well were carried 
At the moving of a finger P 
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Sliould My heart for tius liare looked, 
WsjB unequal, paUiwajs crooked. 
Blocks of tripping, stones of stumbling P 
Hear at length, O hear My calling. 
Stars along My course are fiJling, 
Hills before My wheels are cnunbling. 

Flesh and blood, arise to meet Him : 

Heart and mind, go forth to greet Hjm : 

Spirit waken'd, soul impassion'd. 

O predestinate Immortals, 

Issue forth from glory's portals. 

On the way yoor hands hare £uhion'di 

Saints, my heart is fidnt with longing 
To behold tills gladsome thronging. 
To o'erhear your acclamation. 
With one hand mine eyes I smoiher. 
On my ear I draw another. 
Deep I gasp with expectation. 

Forth, come forth. What how P ye scare m 

With fialse augury ye dare me ; 

Where your gleam, your shout P I tremble 

What ! is this your costly highway. 

This tmlevel, crooked byway. 

Where for thousands ten assemble P 
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" Many call*d» few chosen." Jesus, 
Whose long-snffering Eye o'ersees us. 
Sternly thus Thy words admonish. 
Help our unbelief and languor. 
Ere Thy trumpet's sudden clangour 
These unready hearts astonish. 



Lxxvn. 

DOOMSDAY. 

Lo I the day, the day of terror, 
Fraught with woe to sons of error, 
Preach'd by Christ, foretold by prophet. 
Onward come to gay and listless 
Quick, unquenchable, resistless. 
Hot Grehenna, blazing Tophet. 

Spibit I Saul's proud heart that brakest, 
Christ I that in Thy Noah spakest. 
Father ! with man's will contending, 
Stint your wrath's o'erflowing measure. 
Grant us for repentance leisure. 
Spirit, Soul, and Flesh amending. 

b2 
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BoU'd in soiling dust and ember. 
Fain wonld we, O Lobd, remember 
This Thy day of doom and trial ; 
When the heavens shall burst asunder, 
And on heads of stupid wonder 
Down shall &11 Thy wrathfaLpoJi. 

O the anguish of beholding 

Skies in burning scrolls unfolding, 

Firmaments to atoms broken. 

Angels, earth and heaven razing, ^ 

And o'er all the ruin blazing. 

Son of Man, Thy promised token. 

By the deafening trumpet greeted 
Lo, the Judge of all is seated. 
Earth and Hell before Him tremble. 
Bous'd from dim sepulchral regions, 
Sang*d for judgment, shrouded legicHis 
At the dreadful throne assemble. 

O'er He turns the doomsbook's pages, 
Ink'd with sins of lands and ages, 
Beads aloud in solemn sadness. 
Sins of silence, deeds of darkness 
Issue forth in naked starkness. 
Driving guilty hearts to madness. 
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Vainly each defence proceedeth, 

While the secret heart He readeth, 

All its fair excuses shattering. 

Cries of weeping, shouts of wailing, 

Burst from hearts for terror failing, 

Teeth with clamorous conscience chattering. 

Every answer quite confuted 
Every hope hath quite uprooted : 
Forth now goes the final sentence. 
Sheep and goats the Angels sever 
All for ever and for ever. 
God nor man have now repentance. 

While then time our day is dating. 
While the treasured wrath is waiting, 
Turn us, graci6us Jesij, turn us. 
Let not unbelief possess us. 
Pride elate, nor care distress us. 
Let not lust and passion burn us. 

Li our bosoms late and early 
Let this day be shining clearly, 
Let us at Thy bar be standing. 
Thought and word and deed surveying. 
How they may endure Thy weighing. 
Take Thy. stamp, or bear Thy branding. 
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Jbsu ! Tkou that judgest savest. 
For our sins Thyself Thou gavest : 
We, not Thou, are our condemners. 
Blessing then to Thee most holy. 
Glory, praise, and honour wholly, 
Shame, and curse on Thy contemners. 



Lxxvm. 

GOD'S SEAECHING. 

LoBD, Thy glances, keen as certain. 
Pierce me through my fleshly curtain, 
Strike me, helpless, lone, and cowering. 
Vain my ward of hands uplifted. 
Through and through that shield is rifted, 
When Thy arrowy looks are showering. 

Thou hast open'd. Thou hast enter'd. 

In my inmost bosom centred. 

Night and day, through simmier, winter. 

Thou abidest, dread Inspector, 

Noticest my mind's director, 

Spiest out my heart's imprinter : 
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Thus, as through my heart Thou goest. 
Thine own arohiteoture knowest, 
Thine own house with care explorest. 
In my heart, ere thought can frame them. 
In my mouth, ere tongue can name them. 
On the rising secrets porest. 

In Thy regions, upper, nether, 
Body, spirit, soul together, 
Thou my wondrous form didst fashion. 
Shape my head for wisdom's swaying. 
Mould my heart for faith's obeying. 
Frame my reins for love and passion. 

Plain upon Thy book are written 
Plans by frosty prudence smitten, 
Ere they pass'd from hand in blossom : 
Pleas, bedecked with winsome fairness. 
There stand out in loathsome bareness. 
Damning the unweeded bosom. 

Could I in one speck concentre 
All the sins this heart that enter. 
In soul's deepest nook conceal it. 
They would meet Thine eye in pages. 
As Thou numberest age on ages. 
One keen glance of Thine reveal it. 
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When by bolt of judgment riyen 
From Thy presence I am driven. 
Still my inward heart Thou spiest. 
Far as setting to snnrising 
Thou dost read each quick surmising, 
Down in hell my thoughts Thou triest. 

Tea, firom hell amid blaspheming 
Up to Thee ascendeth steaming 
Every thought Thine honour pricking. 
And the devils, knowing plainly. 
Torture add to torture, vainly 
'Gtdnst Thy laah of scorpions kicking. 

Cast me not away, O Fathsb : 
Bid me seek Thy presence rather. 
Though its light be barb and arrow. 
Though 'mid weeping and *mid crying, 
Deprecating and defying. 
Soul it rake, and flesh it harrow. 
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LXXIX. 

SIN'S BUEDEN. 

East and West are now discliarging, 
North and South the heap enlarging, 
From their congregated treasure. 
Youth pours in its sinful gladness, 
Manhood piles its guilty sadness. 
Age fills up the damning measure. 

Drawn from upper, middle, nether, 
All my sins are met together. 
On my head at once are rushing. 
Down to dust the burden weighs me. 
In the lowest pit it lays me. 
Body, mind, and spirit crushing. 

AU my store of thought it rifles. 
E'en my very cry it stifles. 
E'en my very looks it fastens. 
God beyond my reach is fleeing, 
Heaven is gone beyond my seeing. 
All, my all, to ruin hastens. 
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Deep in narrow room impounded, 
LoBD, my soul is quite confounded, 
Sings its dirge of degradation. 
Is Thy glorious service over P 
Must I never more recover 
Lost estate, abandoned station? 

Must this arm hang ever idle. 
Must this tongue brook palsy's bridle. 
Must this foot drag slavish fetter P. 
Mute for me must be the story 
Of Thy goodness, of Thy glory, 
Quenched its spirit, razed its letter? 

Inextinguishable sorrow, 

Where nor yesterday nor morrow 

Spake to deeds of heavenly profit : 

Memory no act recording, 

Hope no holy wish affording ; 

Here were hell ; this, this were Tophet 

Thou that whilst Thou here didst tarry, 

In G-ethsemane didst carry 

Piled in one our world's transgression. 

Well the whelming weight Thou knowesty 

And Thy pity Thou bestowest 

On the burdened heart's confession. 
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Mercy on me, Great Upholder, 
Ease, O ease, my suffering shoulder, 
Baise me, bond and burden broken. 
Now I feel Thy hand upraising, 
Now my tongue is loosed and praising. 
Now my soul her hymn hath spoken. 



LXXX. 

EEPENTANCE. 

Through lithe ranks of noiseless rushes 

Mute from conscious fulness gushes 

Jordan from his lakelike fountain. 

Then o'er rocky ledges flashing. 

Into wild 'abysses dashing 

Shakes with clamour wood and mountain. 

From my calm of heart thus welling 
Memory came, all fondly telling 
Wave on wave of earlier, later. 
" Blessed jilence, happy token," 
Cried my soul, " G-uilt hath not broken 
One wild wave o*er life's fair water." 

T 
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Streams with rocks of anguish spitted, 
Channels with misgivings pitted. 
Conscience's dark pass proclaiming, 
Fretted soon the tranquil river. 
" Spare," I cried, " Thou kind forgiver, 
Spare, for now I hear Thee blaming." 



% 



To Thy voice of startling thunder 

Sing my cries of painful wonder. 

O the concert's mournful ditty ! 

" Fie upon thee, thankless strayer." 

" Mercy on me, hear my prayer." 

"Die thou." "Spare Thou." "Silence." "Pity 



Deep I feel the damned pollution. 
O, if tears could bring ablution, 
What high ecstasy were weeping. 
Though the flood my breast were choking, 
Tears my nightly couch were soaking. 
Tears my daily bread were steeping. 

Heart into my throat uprises 
As I see its vile disguises. 
As I doubt the world I trusted, 
As I prize what once I slighted. 
As I hate what once delighted. 
As I loathe where once I lusted. 
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But thou weepedst once for ever, 
Weepedst tears of blood to sever 
Spot of sin from robe of spirit. 
Jesu, Master, tender-hearted. 
Thou that cursed band hast parted, 
Farted through Thy bloody merit. 

Shall renewed rebellion prove Thee P 
No. Let me weep on, and love Thee, 
Thy dear feet in meekness kissing. 
Into dust and ashes humbled. 
Shamed that I should once have stumbled, 
Pained to have been once found missing. 

Conscience day and night accuses. 
Hand the daily dole refuses. 
Eye the nightly watch rehearses. 
Knees with weary fast are failing. 
Throat is dry, hoarse voice is wailing, 
Mercy on me, Lord of mercies. 

Thou hast seen me. Thou hast heard me. 
Thou hast answered. Thou hast reared me 
From that dust of fear and doubting. 
Up I spring with limbs that quiver 
With impatience, life's kind giver. 
For Thy work, while soul is shouting. 
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Thus renewed to godlike essence 
May I sliow Thy godlike piesenoe. 
Beaming throngh all elond of sadness : 
While my death attests my liying. 
My forgiveness. Thy forgiving. 
And my flood of tears Thy gladness. 



LXXXI. 

SOEEOW OF HEAET. 

From the deep of miry error. 
From the pit of straggling terror 
Where my soul imprisoned lieth, 
Savioub, Holy, Holy, Holy, 
If Thine eyes can look so lowly. 
Stoop to hear, as loud it orieth, 

From the deep where vengeanoe flasheth, 
From the pit where conscience gnasheth. 
Wild with woe, its teeth of anguish : 
Where interminable sorrow 
Never gives or takes good morrow. 
Hands that whip remorse ne'er langnislL 
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Hear, O hear me, God of pity. 

From Thy thrice-four based city, 

From Thy throne that strides Lfe's river ; 

0*er the gulf between us lying 

Look and heed my tearful crying. 

Hear me, Sayioub, and deliver. 

Mark my penitential token. 
Wasted hands, white lips, heart broken. 
Daily fightings, nightly watches. 
Speak, for through the iron grating 
My imprisoned spirit waiting 
Mercy's every whisper catches. 

Answer, Lobd, O answer quickly. 
Ere with disappointment sickly 
Fall my soul in mire to flounder. 
Even here Thou hast Thy prizes, 
And dost raise the soul that rises, 
For its very struggle sounder. 

Far and wide though sin may sever, 
Thou wilt not cast off* for ever. 
Thy bright pledge stands fast enduring. 
Now I know that Thou art hearing, 
Now I see Thy presence nearing. 
Feel Thy word my heart assuring. 

t2 
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Words of Thy dear household, Fathek, 
Sound in kind salute I gather, 
" Welcome brother, welcome neighbour,' 
And my name sounds kindly mentioned 
Mid the bands in glory pensioned. 
Echoing to their joyful tabour. 

So with tears my bread I mingle 
Cheerfully, for nought is single. 
Where Thy bliss cup over-runneth. 
Grood with ill, as sweet with bitter. 
Makes us for those regions fitter. 
Which Thy speddess glory sunneth. 

Hopeful heart of tried believer. 
Fearful heart of glad receiver. 
Taking what Thy hand is sending. 
Make amid our stem denials. 
Trials blessings, blessings trials. 
Still beginning, never ending. 
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Lxxxn. 

CONTEinON. 

Whence this breath of sudden sweetness, 
That on widening winds of fleetness 
Streams through heaven's expanded portal P 
Why do angels leave their places, 
Press to it their smiling faces. 
As to drift of joy immortal P 

Up from sorrowing earth it steameth, 
Up from pounded hearts it streameth, 
Up fr^m sore, and wound, and bruises : 
As from wild thyme's trampled bosom, 
Broken pride of leaves and blossom. 
Becking frime of odour oozes. 

O, the sacrifice sweet smelling, 
All the heavenly Father's dwelling 
Filleth with its perfumed essence, 
Through each twelfth gem-lintelled gateway 
With its cloud of spikenard straightway 
Floating to the eternal Presence. 
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Heayen his festal robes is showing, 
When that welcome gale is blowing, 
Dons his crowns with joyful gesture. 
Shouts of seraph's music meet it. 
Harps of cherub^s sweetness greet it, 
Wrap it in sound's richest vesture. 

Blessed hearts which rugged trials 

Break like alabaster vials 

With sharp crush of disappointment. 

On the Bang of glory resteth, 

As at royal board He feasteth, 

All your flood of holy ointment. 

Welcome then the braying pestle, 
To the pride and lust that wrestle, 
To the hopes on dust deep-feeding. 
Hard the grinding, loud the pounding, 
Deep the agony, sharp the wounding, 
Wliile the sweat and tears come bleeding. 

For each issuing drop unlooses 
Fragrance from joy's inmost sluices. 
Spreading forth in clouds still higher. 
Coming back with balm of healing 
On the wounds of harrowed feeling, 
Sanctified and Sanctifler. 
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Help me, spirit's blest Oonfirmer ! 
One short word of thankless mnrmur 
Freezes the warm yapour's access. 
One qnick thought that says, " suffices, 
All the odorous current ices, 
AU the wings of scent relaxes. 
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DESTEOY THE BODY OF SIN. 

MoBTAL, is thy vengeance bounded P 
decks it but the arm that wounded. 
Sues it not the man that lifted P 
Thou from head to foot attackest. 
And with rifting sabre hackest 
Body for thy body rifted. 

Shall then thy just wrath be rending 

Sin in but one limb offending P 

Shall not hand hang down, foot stagger P 

Tea, thy concentrated battle 

Shall o'er all her body rattle, 

Beach her heart, and plant thy dagger. 
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But a hundred feet she moveth, 
With a hundred hands she proyeth 
All thy discipline and rigour. 
Sever one, another shooting 
From the stump is but recruiting 
For the combat keener vigour. 

One thy sharpened sword is cleaving, 
Ninety-nine around are heaving 
Blades in banded grapple closing. 
Hanging stiU upon one mother, 
£ach to each is more than brother, 
One resolve, one heart composing. 

On their body fix thy glances, 
On their body push thy lances. 
In their mother quell each giant. 
Lust shall faint, and pride fall quailing. 
Hate shall tower unavailing, 
When she feels thine arm defiant. 

On the cross did thy dear Master 

Fay thy penalty's disaster 

But in hands and feet extended P 

Baged not sin, her wages wringing. 

All His holy body stinging. 

As it moaned on cross suspended, 
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Wreaked on it her fill of malice P 
Answer then her wrath's fiill chalice. 
Into inmost body pouring. 
Crucify her, daily dying. 
Crucify her, nightly sighing, 
Crucify her, Chbist imploring. 

Into all her bloated passion, 
Into all her glittering fashion. 
Into all her looks that please us, 
All in one vile self concentred 
Let thy griding sword have entered, 
Then cry, " Victory, Lobd Jbsus." 



LXXXIV. 
JOY OUT OF SORROW. 

Whbbb are now thy pipes of gladness. 
Out of heart's sepulchral sadness 
Living fire of joy awaking, 
Lobd, Thy bridal pipes, which morning 
Brought with each day's bright adorning, 
Where is now their merry making ? 
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Sharp tkroogli duty's hideous breachei 
Kow a song far different reaches 
Secret soul with cry of anguish. 
• LoBD, Thy funeral pipes are wailing. 
And awakened heart is quailing. 
Mind and spirit groan and languish. 

Thou art dead, O Bridegroom : sorrow 
Shrouds with blackness day and morrow: 
Sin, my sin, with hand unshrinking 
Thy dear Body hath been nailing. 
Therefore sounds Thy pipe's shrill wailing 
Therefore gmlty heart is smking. 

Wail, wail on, till Thou hast emptied 
All mine heart of all that tempted. 
Scattered all its crowded presence : 
And from eyes that know no sleeping 
Drawn up their last drop of weeping, 
Drawn out sorrow's festering essence. 

Cease, now cease, for horror freezes 
All my course of veins, and seizes 
Heart and limb with shuddering shirer. 
Kow hot shame succeeding rushes. 
O'er my cheeks with burning blushes, 
Bakes with fire my anguished liver. 
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Now the fearful fit is over. 

Now faint heart and soul reoover 

Light and warmth, and I am living. 

Hark I Thy pipes have changed their measure. 

Music as of bridal pleasure 

Its blest harmony is giving. 

Through my soul, as up it goeth. 
Full the tide melodious floweth. 
This Thy gracious summons spreading : 
** Thou art of My train. Come after s 
Join the song of holy laughter. 
Lead My bride. It is My wedding." 



LXXXV. 

CHEIST IN TEIUMPHAL MAECH. 

Heabebk, earth, the Lobd hath spoken : 
Wake, ye nations, hail His token : 
Peoples, hasten to adore Him. 
Lo ! He comes, dis vanguard marches, 
Spouting fire in dazzling arches, 
Ancient night in host before Him. 

u 
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Hell in penal ostentation 
There leads on his dusky nation. 
Shows his faggots, chains, and scourges. 
Bare with back and shonlders gory. 
Conscience walks, a Hying story, 
Judgment her red footsteps urges. 

Pestilence of soul bespotted, 
Lust with blood on garments clotted. 
Hate with bowl, and cord, and dagger. 
Fear with shrieks of maniac laughter. 
Mad with cursing follow after. 
Drunk with hell's hot wine«cup stagg^. 

Tremble and fall down, ye people. 
Lowly porchway, towering steeple, 
Hungry hireling, pampered magnate. 
Kow the Just is yengeance wreaking, 
Hark, how dismally are shrieking 
Founts of woe that neyer stagnate. 

Mercy, Lobd ! Thou wilt not crumble 
With Thy might a foe so humble, 
Man that cries to dust, ** My mother." 
O forgiye mine haste. 'Tis finished. 
All that troop firom sight hath minished, 
Od their track now comes another. 
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What is this vast throng of brightness. 
Like a cloud of dazzling whiteness. 
Floating at Thy wheels and singing P 
How can forms so frail, I wonder, 
Ponr such Tolleys deep of thunder P 
Heaven in height and depth is ringing. 

These through agony and trial 
Gave the world their stem denial, 
Ghive the Lobd their plain confession. 
Therefore with green amaranth crowned. 
Therefore with white raiment gowned, 
March they on in heaven's procession. 

Parity with mild eye beaming, 
Hope with tears of gladness streaming, 
Love that drinks at love's sole fountain, 
These for vent the heart are rifting. 
From within their voice are lifting, 
Lobd, upon Thy holy mountain. 

Stay, O stay, bless'd pomp t It stayeth. 
Lobd, Thy rear of love delayeth, 
While Thy front of wrath soon fleeteth. 
Shridcs and groans but clear the region 
For the shouting of the legion 
Which Thy joyous presence greeteth. 
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Eide Thou on, Thou King of glory, 
Lead Thy pomp preparatory. 
Marching to Thy bright enthronement. 
And may we in joy's wild gesture 
Sing around, and wave our yesture, 
Wash'd in Blood of Thine atonement. 



LXXXVI. 

THE ANGELS BECEIVnTG CHBIST. 

Heab, O heaven ! Bright sons of gladness 

Condescend to sons of sadness. 

Join the praise which they are bringing. 

Host I how our faint heart rejoices. 

Hearing your responding voices 

Thus from heaven's bright concave ringing. 

Lo, He comes with glory burning, 
Tet not as He went returning, 
What a change ! How past divining ! 
Man He bringeth, man His creature, 
Man in spirit, man in feature, 
Man with God in One combining. 
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Bright forenumer of the nation 
Bom of old to share our station 
In the starry halls of duty : 
Welcome, welcome is Thy presence, 
O how wonderful Thy essence, 
O how excellent Thy beauty. 

Strange amid these realms of glory 

Speaks Thy deadly conflict's story 

On Thy radiant form charaoter'd. 

Hands through which sharp iron hath driren, 

Feet which hooked nails have riyen, 

Side which piercing lance hath fractur'd. 

O from what dark depths, defying 
AU our keenest powers of spying. 
All our sense of shame confounding, 
Bisest Thou ! How true the kisses 
Of Thy love, those black abysses 
With descent so fearful sounding. 

Dried are all our streams of thinking, 
Though from Thine own fountain drinking, 
O Thou Wisdom sempiternal. 
When we try Thy work to measure. 
Out of our own wisdom's treasure. 
Wrought in those dim realms infernal. 
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We can only gaze with wonder, 
At Thy deeds above and under, 
Fresher still Thine arm displaying, 
Till Thy promised day shall brighten. 
Love's deep mystery enlighten. 
Partners at our side arraying. 

Come, then, cherubs, fall before Him, 
Come, ye seraphs, and adore Him, 
Principalities and Powers, 
Thrones, Dominions, Princely legions. 
Pour the tribute of your regions 
At His feet in lavish showers. 



LXXXVJLL. 

CHRIST GOD'S IMAGE. 

Absolttte, with lonely sternness 
That repellest every nearness. 
Infinite that bafflest thinking. 
Primal cause, that ever cheatest 
With a mirror soul the fleetest 
At Thy pool that would be drinloDg : 
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What to Thee are we that groyel 
In this speck of matter's hovel, 
Wliat to us art Thou, Great SpibitP 
LoBD of all. Thou art not hidden : 
Thy bright word hath reach'd and bidden 
These poor hearts to prize Thy merit. 

Therefore we do call Thee Fathbb, 
Bowing at Thy footstool gather, 
Through Thy seen Thy unseen seeing. 
As Thine image deeply beauteous 
Prints our hearts with love all-duteous, 
SofUy sinks into our being. 

Image none of gold or jewel 
Feeds with an xmhallowed fuel 
Our bright fire of adoration. 
Nop on forms, by fleshly fingers 
Shap'd in breathing marble, lingers 
Our enrapt imagination. 

Down from heaven ours fell when, batter'd 
Sin's stronghold, and armies scatter'd. 
Sat with Thee the conquering Jbsxts, 
In our form to us declaring 
All His Sire, and clearly baring 
Hand that leads, and Eye that sees us. 
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In the glory of that Presence 
We adore Thy secret Essence, 
Fear not Thy dread height to lower. 
He is worthy to depicture 
To its model's straitest stricture 
All Thy glory, all Thy power. 

Glorious is Thy likeness spoken 
In this universal token 
Of bright worlds around us wheeling : 
Glorious is Thy sun that beameth, 
And Thy rain with life that steameth. 
Softening hearts of flint to feeling. 

Floating skirts of Thy bright glory 
Are all these, and tell their story 
From Thy footstool's nether basement : 
And we touch the hem's last tissue. 
Hoping that the best may issue. 
Mingling worship and amazement. 

But we stay not at Thy resture, 
Face to face with joyftd gesture 
In Thine image we behold Thee. 
Words and looks and deeds all living. 
Cheering, saving, and forgiving 
In a form of love enfold Thee. 
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Fatheb infinite in goodness. 
Proof to man's insulting rudeness, 
Down to hell Thy love descended. 
From the cross with murder gory- 
It hath pierc'd heaven's topmost story. 
In Thy throne its course hath ended. 

O how bright Thine image gloweth 
As the heart expanding groweth, 
As the Spibit warmer broodeth. 
Down, O down, all knees before Him, 
In His only Son adore Him, 
No dumb idol here deludeth. 

O that hand the bread that breaketh. 
While the hungry crowd partaketh. 
Filling wilds with outpour'd city : 
Then, as Thy love's law commanded. 
On the murderous cross expanded 
In propitiating pity. 

O those eyes with love o'erflowing. 
Into heart's sore secret going 
With their rays of piercing gladness. 
O those lips in smiles forthspeaking 
Pardon to the conscience reeking 
With red drops of guilty sadness. 
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O that head, which had its pillow 
On the tossing of the billow. 
For its thorny crown preparing, 
Now in crown of glory flaming, 
Mighty Monarch, and proclaiming 
Orders which throng'd heaven is bearing. 

O that Body worn and wasted 
With love's labour tUl it tasted 
On the cross our sin's last wagesi 
Now in glory waiting others. 
Whom He fondly calleth brothers. 
For its share in deathless ages. 

Image Thine, O Fatheb, given 
To our eyes in earth and heaven. 
For our hearts to learn and love Thee, 
May we gaze till the last aching 
Of the Serpent's bite forsaJdng 
Anguish'd soul and body prove Thee. 

Thus in memory with clearness. 
Thus in consciousness with nearness. 
Thus in hope with sweet fruition 
Making night and day one brightness. 
Heaviness and joy one lightness. 
May Thijtie image cheer our vision. 
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LXXXVin. 

THE PEECIOUSIOISS OF CHEIST. 

What are silyer, gold and beryl. 
All the prizes of man's peril. 
Suns, and stars of light above them. 
Face of children, father, mother. 
Voice of sister, wife, and brother. 
What are these that I should loye them P 

Sparkling dust they are and ashes. 

Shall I warm me in their flashes, 

Monm their loss in musings fretful. 

While from Him from heaven that sought me. 

While from Him with blood that bought me, 

I can turn immoved, forgetful P 

One by one, be they the strongest^ 
One by one, last life the longest. 
They aU vanish, past returning. 
While long ages, roll'd on ages. 
Through innumerable stages. 
For His pledg'd return are yearning. 
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O this heart were steel's rude starkness, 

this mind were mist's foul darkness, 

1 one heap of thanklessnesses, 
Conld I give me to their capture, 
Bob Thee of one glance of rapture, 
Leave Thee, Losd, for their caresses. 

As to midnight noonday's glaring. 
As to worm man's godlike bearing, 
As to drop all-girding ocean, - 
As to me the choir of heayen. 
Under its bright spirits seven. 
Singing with rapt heart's devotion i 

Soul, this is but half thy story. 

As the corpse to Chbist in glory, 

Ghrave to throne, thorn's wreath to crowning, 

As man's heart, unholy sleeper. 

To the Holy G-host its Keeper, 

Shaming Jesus to renowning : 

Such all wealth through aU earth spreading, 
To one drop of Thy bloodshedding, 
Holy, Holy, Lobd Redeemer. 
Soul I thy words sound fine and swelling. 
What should be thy tongue is telling. 
Feel what is. Be thou no seemer. 
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THE TEUE CHEISTIAN. 

Blessed thou, whose ways betoken 
Heart for Chbist's one way bespoken. 
Though it lead thee rongh with losses, 
Over deep-sunk steps implanted 
By His borden'd saints that panted 
Under their appointed crosses. 

All thy robes, Christ's Priest, are fragrant 
With the clouds of incense vagrant 
Upward from His golden altar, 
Whiten*d in the Blood atoning 
Which He shed in tears and groaning, 
When tried nature scom'd to falter. 

Strange amid our throng thou moyest. 
Other scenes as home thou loyest, 
fViends unseen thine eye desireth. 
There is none that understandeth, 
Kone thy goings that demandeth, 
None thy counsels that inquireth. 
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With thy hesrfs o'erflowing sweetness. 
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From thy lips tmth's words sre falling. 
Deep to deep within thee calling. 
Son of wisdom* who shall sonnd thee P 
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Thou doBt shed a sunlike lustre 
0*er thy planetary eluster 
As through this wild world then racest, 
High thy bright example showing 
With thy Master's image glowing, 
Sin's snrroimding gloom thou chasest. 

Slave of Jesub, heir of glory» 
From thy bliss preparatory 
Thou dost warm the hearts of others. 
Bound thee as they move, inclining 
With thought's seasons to thy shining, 
Orb of light to many brothers. 



XC. 

INVOCATION OF THE HOLY GHOST. 

Holy GtHOst, Thou satest brooding, 
Under Thy warm wing including 
Heayen and earth, Thou dove of ages, 
Siudimental atoms quickening, 
Points to primal masses thickening, 
Through Thy plastic nurture's stages. 
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So dispos'd for form and figure 
Stood they in attemper'd vigour, 
Eein*d in for impetuous sally 
Into sun and all life's fountains. 
Into earth, and sea, and mountains 
When the Word life's ranks should rally. 

Thou all this creative earnest 

Into bright fulfilment tumest. 

O'er our hearts with warmth dost flutter. 

All preparing, upper, nether. 

Into form to run together. 

When the Word " Be light" shall utter. 

Blessed Spirit, mighty Maker, 

Bid my spirit be partaker 

In Thy Pentecostal newness. 

All my heart's close chamber rending. 

With Thy fiery storm descending. 

In its sempiternal trueness. 

'Mid its waste of night and deadness 

There unto lifegiving redness 

Wake the fire from smouldering embers. 

Let the heavenly heat be teeming, 

Let the heavenly light be beaming 

Through my brain, my reins, my members. 
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Soften this hard frame, thus soften, 
Yisiting it long and often, 
Tom to flesh its stone obdurate : 
Melt each passage hard contorted. 
Through which hell hath long resorted 
To my breast in bands conjurate. 

Temper thus a mould for casting 
Chbist's own image everlasting 
On my soul in perfect beauty, 
From His word's outpouring treasure 
Filling up with daily measure 
Every empty nook of duty. 

For afTeetion and fbr reason 
Ever make tiiat word's blest season, 
HomewBrd bring its ministration. 
That with its deep tide of fulness 
It may whelm all clog of dulness, 
Soak with quiokening penetration. 
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XCI. 

THE BLOOD. 

O THOU quick mysterious river, 

Indefatigable giver. 

Life in ruddy waves impelling. 

Blood I from heart's encaldron'd treasure, 

With a net of liquid measure. 

Through our trunk and members welling. 

Whence that cistem'd flood thou feedest, 
Whence thy quickening fatness leadest. 
Thou dost leave no trace imprinted. 
Like fam*d Nile, whose hidden sources 
Sprung to fructifying courses 
Never keenest search hath hinted. 

Thou red flood of deep damnation. 
Thou white stream of glad salvation. 
What deep thought from heart thou rollest. 
As from Abel's midriff rushing. 
As from side of Jesus gushing. 
Thou in drops of warning tollest. 
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Pour not on my head dread torrent, 
Sucli as heaven and earth abhorrent 
Gkize at, and withhold God's blessing, 
Pour not down with sin deep riven, 
Unforgiving, unforgiven. 
Bolt and mark at once impressing. 

But, upon my soul descending, 
Come as dew with power befriending, 
Come from Calvary, blest cleanser, 
Where thou markest all is whiten'd. 
Where thou faUest all is lightened, 
Yanishing as fome from censer. 

Yea, though red on earth thou flowest. 
White as snow in heaven thou glowest 
In the robes round Jesijs sweeping. 
Ever as the Spirit beckoneth 
To the ransom'd throng that reckoneth 
Well repaid a life of weeping. 

Speak not from the ground, loud crying, 
" Sinner, thou art dying, dying," 
Backing soul with sharp misgiving. 
Speak to me from heaven saying, 
" Lo, thine Intercessor praying : 
Sinner, thou art living, living." 



236 



xcn. 

COMFOET OF THE WOED. 

Sweet it is to flee the cify, 
Lurid smoke, and babbling ditty, 
Jangling sonnds of sin and sorrow ; 
And in woods where still streams glisten 
To the lonely thrash to listen. 
As he bids me a good-morrow. 

Sweeter far from worldly riot, 
Thoughts of care, and throngs nnqniet. 
Heart bewildering, conscience branding, 
LoBD, Thy voices to be seeking, 
LoBD, to overhear Thee speakmg 
Peace which passeth understanding. 

In one word of Thine thus lonely. 
Heard in heart's deep secret only, 
Sounds such music as ne'er floated 
Down Euphrates* yocal waters, 
Though old BabeFs thousand daughters 
Sang to ears that madly doated. 
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O with what sweet flow it stealeth 
On the heart, and there revealeth 
Founts of bliss too deep for bubbles. 
Conscience breaks his iron slombersy 
Love attunes his joyous numbers, 
Hope outsoars, outsings all troubles. 

Farewell then, thou magic measure 
Which couldst cheat me once to pleasure. 
Eloquence of earth, abate thee. 
Dead upon my ears thou faUest, 
DuU upon my heart thou pallest, 
World, with aU. thy sounds, I hate iiiee. 

Come then word and truth all golden, 
Duly blending new and olden 
In one strain of song immortal. 
'Mid the fret of this world's mangling, 
'Mid the din of this Hfe's jangling, 
Ever keep my ear's close portal. 

Thence into my heart's depth going 
Fill it up to overflowing. 
Drenching aU the fleld of nature. 
Watering every waste of dryness. 
Forcing every plant of shyness 
Into full and fearless stature. 
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So my wildemesseB, quaffing 
Showers horn, heayen, shall be laiighmg 
With joy's endless sea of flowers. 
Circling with their sni^^g riot 
Pools of meditative quiet. 
Palms where aspiration towers. 
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SEEK THE THINGS ABOVE. 

Take gddd h^ed, adyentufous climber. 
From sublime unto sublimer 
Step by step so nimbly hasting. 
Fix thine eye on thine adyances : 
Fix, and cast no downward glances ; 
FaU. and death are in the casting. 

Yea, bold spirit, '^hich art seeking 
Heights where liquid light is reeking 
Eound thy Lobd in glory seated. 
Firmly in that bright direction 
Point thou all thy heart's affection. 
All thy steps in progress meted. 
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Upward eye and step keep tending, 

Upward; there ifl no descending. 

Spare no look for aught beneath thee. 

Though the strange beyond wax stranger. 

Find thy safety in thy danger. 

Till the hei^it's bright doud enwreath thee. 

Mount thou higher, cling thou faster : 
Every look let thy dear Master 
Draw in fast-bound fascination. 
Oh, His eye sends glad assurance, 
Oh, His look sends firm endurance. 
Graze, and win the dizzy station. 

But if thou turn round for counting 
All the stages of thy mounting, 
Down in exultation gazing. 
Fear thou ruin swifter, longer. 
As thine upward step was stronger. 
Grasp is loosing, head is crazing. 

Soon upon thee torn and bleeding 
Sin's grim vultures shall be feeding, 
AU thy inner man corroding. 
Thou shalt lie a mark of error, 
Thou shalt warn with sight of terror, 
Fall and death and heU foreboding. 
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Jesus, crown'd with deathless glory. 
Towards whose mountaiB's topmost story 
Throng'd with white-rob'd saints we hasten : 
Set my mind as on it presses 
To most heedful watchfulnesses. 
Looks and longing upward fasten. 

Upward with an eye ecstalic, 
Upward with a heart emphatic. 
Draw me from this sinful valley. 
Urge in Thine own heaven's direction 
All my spirit's new affection, 
Temper each unwatchful sally. 

When my heart looks earthward priding, 
And ambitious foot is sliding, 
Saise mine eyes, prevent my falling. 
When my heart looks earthward fearing. 
Grasp unloosed, and footstep veering. 
Hold me, lift me, hear my calling. 

O Thou glorious fibret ascender ! 
Down Thou shinest, sure defender. 
From Thy dearly-purchased station. 
No earth's edifices screening. 
No hell's vapours intervening 
Hide Thee from our observation. 
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XCIV. 
THE PEACE OF GOD'S CITY. 

Not thy jewell'd basemefnt shamiiig 
Stones of price that knows no naming, 
Carv'd in pearl each spacious portal : 
Not thy battlements overhanging 
Bright with jasper, pavement clanging 
Loud with gold to steps immortal : 

Though eye tired not with discerning. 
These could never move to yearning, 
City of our God, all-living. 
They are but the outward letter 
Telling heart of something better. 
Which thy hand is op*d for giving. 

Love from all thy gates is sighing. 
Peace from all thy courts is crying, 
Grace from chambers upper, nether. 
What if round me tongue blasphemiag, 
Envy railing, malice screaming, 
Earth and heU have brought together. 
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When I $ee thy heavenly faces, 
When I feel thy godlike graces, 
Sound enthroned Jesfs glowing, 
Then no angry looks confound me. 
Frowns nor bitten lips around me ; 
Thou such shield between art throwing. 

To the mocker's tongue assailing 
Michael answer'd not with railing. 
"No ! thy sons speak heart in earnest. 
Truth's own part in Chstst who chooses 
AU superfluous words refuses ; 
Meekest answer is the sternest. 

So my heart be always listening. 
Where thy song like runnels glistening 
In the sun, with gladness fiUeth. 
O such music, gently waving. 
Washes clean with refluent laving 
Every hole which slander drilleth. 
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XCV. 

HYMN OF PEAISE. 

Chebubim, ye band immortaiy 
Wardens, at lost Eden's portal. 
Of life's fountain everlasting : 
Serapliim, your burning essence 
Turning to the throne of presence, 
Eyep in reyerent shame downcasting : 

Bless'd Archangels, through wide heaven 
In quaternion bright and even, 
On your dread inspection pacing : 
Angels clad in strength and beauty, 
Girded these for hour of duty. 
Those on distant message racing : 

Principalities and Powers, 
Thrones, Dominions, in wide showers 
From your stations duly flinging 
Largess, which your Maker giveth 
Unto every heart that liveth. 
Answer to need's urgence bringing : 
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Spirits aU, for ever working, 
Though from our dim vision lurking, 
Bath'd in elemental vapour : 
To one Chbist, in glory glowing. 
Bowing ever with our bowing. 
Spirit with dust, and sun with taper: 

Sun, deputed ^ing of glory. 
With thy station's lofty story 
Seen &om the unseen dividing : 
Moon, truth's blessed emblem, showing 
Where our venturous steps are going. 
When black night our path is hiding : 

Stars, that in your destin'd courses 
SoU her seasons, deal her forces. 
Jaded earth each night restoring. 
Inlets through translucent vases 
From eternal fields of blazes 
To our eyes light's dole outpouring : 

Forms unseen and seen, whose crying 
We can hear accompanying, 
Hearts as to one tune we gather. 
Join our song, that with one offering 
AU the sons of God be proffering 
Glory to the Eternal Fatheb. 
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XCVI. 

THANKSGIVINa 

Foe my cry, heard new and very 
Throngh attesting Baptistery, 
Life's initial impulse owning, 
Let me bow, O Lobd, before Thee, 
Let my thankfdl soul adore Thee 
In my central heart enthroning. 

For my nurture, rich yet chary 
In Thy glorious Sanctuary, 
Flesh redeeming, blood atoning. 
Let me, &c. 

For my duty's post appointed 
In the courts of Thine anointed. 
Where Thy service brings no groaning, 
Let me, &c. 

For Thy Spirit's holy unction. 
For Thy priesthood's kingly function. 
Thoughts and words and works disponing, 
Let me, &c. 
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For Thy form of hmnan fieuhion. 
For Thy soul in human passion, 
At the cross and garden moaning, 
Let me, &c. 

For my vigour's xmshronk flower. 
For my vigil's unspent power. 
Where no soldier must be droning. 
Let me, &c. 

For faith's shield in hand elated. 
Heart with righteousness o'erplated. 
Truth with stony girdle zoning, 
Let me, &c. 

For this day within Thy garden 
Where doth watch cherubic warden. 
Access of blasphemer stoning. 
Let me, &c. 
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XCVII. 

NIGHT* 

JiONa in eve^s flosh'd welkin chensh'd. 
Day's last flickering hue has perish'd, 
Last thin film of accidental. 
Now by earthly form tintamish'dj 
Now by gilding light nnvamish'd 
Stretches substance elemental. 

LosD, dispel this day's delusion, 
Blanch its many-hued confusion, 
Still the troubled world within us. 
Let not shapes and sights unreal. 
With their luring charms ideal 
Catch our watchless souls to win us. 

Moon and stars, mysterious funnels 
Through which light's eternal runnels 
Stream into this region nether. 
Now proclaim aloud how vastly. 
How compacted first and lastly 
Stands Thy handiwork together. 
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Mute is now the agitation 
Of Thy host in daily station, 
These o'er present labour singing, 
Those on life's and light's blest orders 
Starting to Thy realm's far borders 
Where time's last faint beU is ringing. 

Winds that roar and streams that clatter 
Tell alone the life of matter. 
Hailing Thee their great beginner. 
These Thy palace guards, portending 
That Thy outer court is ending, 
And we enter now Thine inner. 

We approach Thee one and only. 
In Thy heaven of heavens lonely, . 
In Thy truth's substantial dreadness. 
Where no fleshly eye can enter. 
Where Thy living glory's centre 
Glares 'mid space's gulfy deadness. 

Ha ! my heart feels nothing screening 
Thee betwixt and all its meaning ; 
LoBD, withdraw Thine eye's keen glancesj 
Pierc'd as by a thousand daggers 
Spirit faints and body staggers. 
While their dreadful search advances. 
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Blessed Lord ! But I have found Thee 

*Mid the terrors that surround Thee ! 

Thou my heart art now unlocking. 

As a river overfloweth. 

Forth in lively gush it goeth, 

As Thy heavenly wand is knocking. 

Sighs of penitential sadness, 
Songs of gratulating gladness, 
In one deepen'd utterance blended 
Speak the Name to Thee wellpleasing, 
" Jest;,** all my terrors easing 5 
Bold I come by Him beMended. 

Fat^eb, now I feel Thee nearly, 

Now I know Thou lovest dearly ; 

On Thy Face compos'd and stately 

Smiles are breaking : heavenly quiet 

Stills at once my heart's rude riot, 

Sunshine gleams where storms gloom'd lately. 
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xcvni. 
night-watches. 

Ah, poor body, worn and weaiy, 
Keeping thy night-watches dreaij, 
Stretch'd as on a Iner, yet breathing, 
How thine eye wiUi plunges sightless 
Wonld expand the vault which lightless 
Hound thy sheeted form is wreathing* 

Tet one luielosed star is twinkling, 
Tet one nnbarr'd sound is tinkling. 
Earth and life pant round about thee. 
Tea, but such companions only 
Make thy loneliness more lonely. 
With unmeaning notice flout thee. 

But the lower leads to higher, 
And the further brings to nigher. 
And the darker shows the lighter. 
Therefore to Thy footstool mounting. 
Step on step securely counting, 
Chbist, I find Thine image brighter. 
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Through mine heart its radiance goeth. 
Thence on all around me £oweth, 
Sallying with creative vigour, 
Tin amid the glowing chamber 
Forms irom clouds of floating amber 
Fashion into mould and figure. 

Kow in memory's forms explicit 
Day's great duties pay their visit, 
Flattering tales to heart prolonging. 
Answering their pleasing fiction 
With rough note of contradiction, 
Then anotlier train comes tlironging. 

Stripp'd of day's disguise and vesture 
Thought and word and deed and gesture 
Spectral round my bed are flitting. 
Where are now those forms of beauty. 
Where are now those robes of duty, 
Bules and deeds so justly fitting P 

False are they and foul. I rue them. 
Can the morrow's deed undo them P 
When will it be morning, Master P 
Bring it with Thy quickening power, 
I With Thy Spirit's sun and shower, 
Counsel wiser, action faster. 
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Thti9 from Thine own vigils deal me. 
With Thine own endurance steel me, 
As when with Thy prayer's soft moaning 
Thou to midnight moimts wast warden, 
And the Olivetan garden 
Heard Thine agony's low groaning. 

As the beam when skies cease darkling 
Shoots with radiance doubly sparkling 
From the pool's unruffled cover: 
So from heart's frdl floods of sadness 
Shoots a ray of doubled gladness, 
When woe's tempest hath blown over. 

So the shower no longer pelteth. 
And to grateful languor melteth 
All my weariness, while slumber 
Shuts, with good-night's wonted story 
Heart's thought-crowded dormitory, 
Till day*s hours again it number. 
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XCIX. 

THOIJGHrS SOtJECE. 

Cak I oall from spirit's region, 

One of its ideal legion, 

Say of tliotight, " My will began it P" 

Ttbsn may earth's staid rocks take motion, 

"Rjm to meet the waves of ocean, 

Lash him with their arms of granite. 

Then the drachm, which hid its spangle 
In the gloom of nnswept angle. 
May have seen the searching maiden : 
Caught her eye with carefbl seeming. 
Leapt into her lap bright beaming, 
Lighten'd heart with sorrow laden. 

Then the sheep, footsore and weary, 
Lost 'mid wildernesses dreary, 
May have gone to find her seeker : 
Ask'd her shepherd to enfold her. 
Leapt on his unoffer'd shoulder 
Loud importunate bespeaker. 
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Therefore under slumber's bridle 
Shall mine heart and hand be idle P 
Promise in commandment nestles, 
From the good ensues the better. 
Into spirit grows the letter, 
Into will the notion wrestles. 

Thou hast written, Lobd, and spoken, 

Given earnest, call, and token ; 

Honest hearts no more are asking. 

They, through cleansed channels straightway 

Brought to truth's eternal gateway. 

In Thy knowledge bright are basking. 

Quick then with Thy word forthgoing 
Let the thought in heart be glowing. 
Let the deed be plann'd and righted. 
Under will of spirit offer'd, 
Under vow of body proffered. 
Let the sacrifice be lighted. 

Thus in sound, thought, letter, taken, 
LoBD, Thy very Name shall waken 
AU my mind to sound Thy praises : 
Like a match, for aye reviving 
Dying embers into living, 
Fire a train which ever blazes. 



\ 



256 



C. 

LAST DAY OF THE YEAE. 

Where, bless'd Savioue, do I find me, 
What before me, what behind me, 
Now that creak again the hinges 
Wheeling round the new year's portal. 
As the knock of days immortal 
On the summon'd gate impinges? 

Calls unheard, and means unheeded. 
Talents wasted where not needed. 
Duties short of stated measure. 
Cares where Thou wast never sharer, 
Griefs where Thou wast never bearer, 
Joys in which Thou hadst no pleasure, 

These my memory is ruing. 
These behind me are pursuing, 
O their cry my heart appalleth. 
Forward shall I flee for shelter P 
There the floods of sorrow welter. 
On my face woe's tempest falleth. 
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There Thy law, whose veil of letter 
Made a gloom that showed me better 
Softening sin's sharp native feature. 
Blazes in pure spirit, baring 
To mine inward eyeball glaring 
All my helpless hidden creatare. 

So at this new door new hoping 
Down I lie, and wait its oping. 
On torn mattress beggar friendless. 
Open with some pittonoe broken, 
Open with some piteous token, 
Leave me not to sorrows endless. 

Now my tears my bread are stewing, 
At Thy voice my heart is weeping. 
It is broken with Thy kindness : 
Now I rouse my timid tameness, 
Now forego my wonted lameness, 
Now pierce through my veil of blindness. 

Through the door Thy courts are glowing, 

Joys of starry lustre showing 

Each in long perspective brighter. 

As from lively substance nearer. 

As from primal fountain clearer. 

As from native essence whiter. 
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Now at length, O Lobd, I venture 
This Thy mystic door to enter 
Light with joy my step upraising. 
Sing, my heart, as with ten voices, 
While thy inmost core rejoices. 
Heaven, and Earth, and Sea are praising. 
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